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ARGUMENT to Book lL - 


Cairbar, the fon of Borbar-duthul, lord of Atha in Connaught, 
the moft potent chief of the race of the Firbolg, having 
murdered, at ‘Temora the royal palace, Cormac the fon of 
Artho, the young king of Ireland, ufurped the throne. 
Cormac was lineally defcended from Conar the fon of Tren- 
mor, the great grandfather of Fingal, king of thofe Cale- 
donians who inhabited the weftern coaft of Scotland. Fin- 
gal refented the behaviour. of Cairbar, and refolved to pafs 

~pver into Ireland, with an army, to re-eftablith the royal fa- 
raily on the Irifh throne. Early intelligence of his defigns 
coming to Cairbar, he affembled fome of his tribes in Ul- - 
fter, and at the fame time ordered his brother Cathmor to 
follow him fpeedily with -an army, from Temora. Such 
was the fituation of affairs-when the Caledonian invaders 
appeared on the coaft of Ulfter. 

“Fhe poem opens in the morning.-Cairbar isreprefented as retired 

from the reft of the army, when one of his fcouts brought 
~him news of the landing of Fingal. He affembles a council 
of his chiefs. Foldath the chief of Moma haughtily de- 
fpifes the enemy ; and is reprimanded warmly by Malthos. 
Cairbar, after hearing their debate, orders a-feaft-to be pre- 
‘pared, towhich, by his bard-Olla, he invites Ofcar the fon 
of Offian ; refolving to pick a quarrel with that hero, and 
fo have fome pretext for killing him. Ofcar came to the 
feaft ; the quarrel happened ; the followers of both fought, 
and Cairbar and: Ofcar fell by mutual wounds. The noife 
of the battle reached Fingal’s army. The king came on, 
to the relief of Ofcar, and the Irith fell back to the army of 
Cathmor, who was advanced to the banks of the river Lu- 
bar, on the heath of Moilena. Fingal, after mourni 
over his grandfon, ordered Ullin the chief of his bards to 
carry his body to Morven, to be there interred. Night 
coming on, Althan, the fon of Conachar, relates to the 
_king the particulars of the-murder of Cormac. Fillan, the 
fon of Fingal, is fent-to obferve the motions of Cathmor 
by night, which concludes the action of the firft day. The 
fcene of this book is a plain, near the hill of Mora, which 
tofe on the borders of the heath of Moilena, in Ulfter, ~ 


EorPistore. oP OF Ro Me 
BOOK 


"THE blue waves of Erin roll in light. The’ 
mountains are covered with day. ‘Trees fhake 
their dufky heads, in the breeze. Grey torrents 
pour their noify ftreams. Two green hills, with 

aged oaks, furround a narrow plain. The blue 
courfe of a ftream is there. On its banks ftood 
Cairbar * of Atha. His {pear fupports the king: 
the red eye of his fear is fad. Cormac rifes in 
his foul, ‘with all his ghaftly wounds. The grey 
form of the youth appears in darknefs. Blood 
pours from his airy fide. Cairbar thrice threw 
his fpear on earth. Thrice he ftroked his beard. 

_ His fteps are fhort. He often ftops. He tofles 
his finewy arms. He is like a cloud in the defart 
varying its form to every blaft. The valleys 
-are fad around, and fear, by turns, the fhower ? 
The king, at length, Pai his foul. He took 

: . » 2, his 


* Cairbar, the fon of Borbar-duthul, was defcended lineally 
from Lathon the chief of the Firbolg, the firft colony who fet- 
tled in the fouth of Ireland. The Cael were in poffeffion of 
the northern coaft of that kingdom, and the firft monarchs 
of Ireland were of their race. Hence arofe thofe differences 
between the two nations, which terminated, at laft, inthe 
murder of Cormac, and the ufurpation of Cairbar, lord of 
Atha, who is mentioned in this place, : 
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his pointed fpear. He turned his eye to Moi-lena. 
The fcouts of blue ocean came. They came 
with fteps ef fear, and often looked behind. © 
Cairbar knew that the mighty were near! He 
called his gloomy chiefs. 

‘The founding fteps of his warriors came. They 

drew, at once, their fwords. ‘There Morlath * 

ftood avith darkened face.  Hidalla’s long -hair 

fighs in wind. s Red-haired Cormar bends on his 

pear, and rolls his fide-long-looking eyes. Wild 

is the leok of Malthos from beneath two fhaggy 
‘brows. Foldath ftands, like an oozy rock, that 

covers its dark fides with foam. His fpear is like 

Siimora’s fir, that meets the wind of heaven. His 

fhield is marked with the ftrokes of battle. His 

red eye defpifes danger. Thefe and .a-thoufand 

other chiefs furrounded the king of Erin, when 

the fcout of ocean.came, Mor-annal +, from ftrea- 

my Moi-lena. ‘His eyes hang forward from his 

face. His: lips are trenibling, pale~! 

«© Do the chiefs of Erin ftand,” ‘he faid, «fh. 
lent as the grove of evening ? Stand they, ‘like a 
filent wood, and Fingal on the coaft? Fingal, 
who is femsbk: tn battle, the king of ftreamy Mor- 
ven!” “ Haft thou feen the warrior?” faid Cair- 
bar with a figh. “ Are his heroes many on the 
coaft ? Lifts he the {pear of battle ? Or comes 
the king in peace! 2” ‘«¢ In-peace he comes not, » 

king . 


og: Mér-lath, great in the day of battle. Hidalla’, mildly looking 

bero. Corsmar, expert at fea, Malth-os, flow to Jpeak. Foldath, 
CHeKOUS » 

" Foldath, who, is,here ftrongly : marked, makes a great figure 
in the fequel of the poem. . His fierce, uncomplying character 
is fuftained throughout. He feems, from _a paflage in the fe- 
cond book, to have been .Cairbar’s _greateft confident, and to 
have had a principal hand in the confpiracy..againft Cormac 
hing of Ireland. His tribe was one of the moft confiderable 
of the race of the Fir-bolg. 


+ Mor-annal, frovg breath ; a very proper name for a fcout 


; 


a aa 


Boox I. An EPIC POE M. ~§ 


king of Erin ! I have feen his forward {pear *. It 
is a meteor of death. The blood of thoufands is 
on its fteel. He came firft to the fhoré,-ftrong 
in the grey hair of age. Full rofe his fitewy 
limbs, as he ftrode in his might. ‘That {word 1s 
by his fide, which gives. no fecond + wound» H's 
fhield is terrible, like the bloody moon, afcend- 
ing through a ftorm. Then came Offians king 
of fongs. Then Morni’s fon, the firft of men. 
Connal leaps forward on his fpear. Dermid 
fpreads his dark-brown locks. [Fillan bends his 
bow, the young hunter of {treamy Moruth. But 
who is that before them, like the terrible couric 
of a ftream-! It is the fon of-Offian, bright be« 
tween his locks !: His long hair falls on his baci. 
His dark brows are half-inclofed in fteel.' His 
fword hangs loofe on‘his fide. His fpear glitters 
as he moves. I fled from his terrible eyes, king 
of high Temora |” 

«© Then fly, thou feeble man,” faid Foldath’s 
gloomy-wrath. « Fly to the grey ftreams of thy 
jand, fon of the little foul! Have not I feen that 
Ofcar ? I beheld'the chief in war.. He is of the 
mighty in.danger:: but there are others who lift 
thefpear: Erin has many fons as brave, king of 
Temora of Groves ! Let Foldath meet him in 

'B 3 ; his 


* Mor-anna] here alludes to the particular appearance of 
Fingal’s fpear. If a man, upon his firft landing in a ftrange 
country, kept the point of his fpear forward, it denoted in 
thofe' days that he came in a hoftile manner, and accordingly 
he was treated as an enemy ; if he kept the point behind him, 
it was a token of friendfhip, and he was immediately invited 
to the feaft, according to the hofpitality of the times. 

+ This was the famous fword of Fingal, made by Luno, 2 
fmith of Lochlin, and after him poetically called the fon of 
Luno; it is faid of this fword, that it killeda man at every 
ftroke ; and that Vingal never ufed it but in times of the great- 
eft danger. 
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his ftrength. Let me ftop this mighty ftream. 
My fpear is covered with blood. My fhield is like 
. the wall of Tura !” 

& Shall Foldath * alone meet the foe ?” repli- 
ed the dark-browed Malthos. ‘Are they not 
on: our coaft, like the waters of many ftreams ? 
Are not thefe the chiefs, who vanquifhed Swaran, 

‘when the fons of green Erin fled ? Shall Foldath 
meet their braveft hero? Foldath of the heart of 
pride ! take the ftrength of the people ! and let 
Malthos come. My fword is red with flaughter, 

but who has heard my words * ?” ar 
- « Sons of green Erin,” faid Hidalla +, « let 
not Fingal hear your words. ‘The foe might re- 
joice, and his arm be ftrong in the land. Yeare 
brave, O warriors! Ye are tempeftsin war. Ye 
are, like ftorms, which meet the rocks without 
fear, and overturn the woods. But let us move 
in our ftrength, flow as a gathered cloud! Then 
thall the mighty tremble ; the fpear fhall fall from: 
the hand of the valiant. We fee the cloud of 
death, they will fay, while fhadows fly over their 
face. Fingal will mourn in his age. He fhall be- 
hold his flying fame. The fteps of his chiefs will 
‘ceafe in Morven. The mofs of years fhall grow 

in Selma.” St , CODY 

Cairbar heard their words, in filence, like the 
cloud of a fhower : it ftands dark on Cromla, till 
the lightning burfts its fide. The valley gleams 
| with: 

* The oppofite chara@ters of Foldath and Malthos are 
ftrongly marked in fubfequent parts of the poem. They ap- 
pear always in oppofition. The feuds between their families, 
which were the fource of their hatred to one another, are 
mentioned in other poems. 

+ That is, who has heard my vaunting ? He intended the 
expreffion as a rebuke to the felf-praife of Foldath. 

+ Hidalla was the chief of Clonra, a fmall diftri& on the 


banks of the lake of Lego. The beauty of his perfon, his 
eloquence and genius for poetry are afterwards mentioned. 
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with heaven’s flame ; the fpirits of the ftorm re- 
joice. So ftood the filent king of Temora; at 
_ length his words broke forth. ‘ Spread the feaft 
en Moi-lena. Let my hundred bards. attend. 
Thou, red-haired Olla, take the harp of the king. 
- Go to Ofcar chief of fwords. Bid Ofcar to our 
' joy. To-day we feaft and hear the fong : to-mor- 
row break the fpears ! Tell him that I have raifed 
the tomb of Cathol * ; that bards gave his friend 
to the winds. ‘Tell him that Cairbar has heard» 
of his fame, at the ftream of refounding Carun +. 

Cathmor ¢{ my brother is not here. He is not™ 
here with his thoufands, and our arms are weak. 

| Cathmor is a foe to ftrife at the feaft ! His foul is- 
| B 4 bright 


" ¥°Cathol the fon of Maronnan, or Moran, was murdered 
py Cairbar, for his attachment tothe family of Cormac. He 
had attended Ofcar to the wars of Inis-thone, where they con-— 
tracted a great friendfhip for one another. Ofcar, immedi-: 
ately after the death of Cathol, had fent a formal challenge to 
Cairbar, which he prudently declined, but conceived a fecret 
hatred againft Ofcar, and had beforehand contrived to kill 
him at the feaft, to which he hear invites him. 

+ He alludes to the battle of Ofcar againft Caros ding of 
fips; who is fuppofed to be the fame with Caraufius the 
ufurper. 

¢ Cathmor, great in battle, the fon of Borbar-duthul, and 
brother of Cairbar king of Ireland, had, before the infurrec- 
tion of the Firbolg, paffed over into Inis-huna, fuppofed to 
‘be a part of South Britain, to affift Conmor king of that 
place againft his enemies. Cathmor was fuccefsful in the 
war, but, in'the courfe of it, Conmor was either killed, or 
died a natural death. Cairbar, upon intelligence of the de- 
figns of Fingal to dethrone him, had difpatched a meffenger 
for Cathmor, who returned into Ireland a few days before 
the opening of the poem. 

Cairbar here takes advantage cf his brother’s abfence, to 
perpetrate his ungenerous defigns againft Ofcar ; for the noble 
{pirit of Cathmor, had he been prefent, would not have per- 
mitted the laws of that hofpitality, for which he was fo re- 
nowned himfelf, to be violated. The brothers form a con- 
traft: we do‘not deteft the mean foul of Cairbar more, than 
we admire the difinterefted and generous mind of Cathmor. 
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bright as that fun! But Cairbar muft fight with 
Ofcar, chiefs of woody Temora! His. words for 
Cathol were many: the wrath of Cairbar burns. 
He fhall fall or Moi-lena. My fame fhall rife 
in blood.” 

Their faces brightened round with joy. They 
fpread over Moi-lena.. The feaft of fhellsis pre- 
pared. Thefongs of bards arife. The chiefs of 
Selma heard their joy*. “We thought that 
mighty Cathmor came. Cathmor the friend of 
firangers! the brother of red-haired Cairbar. 
Their fouls were not the fame. The light, of 
heaven was in the bofom of Cathmor.. His 

towers rofe on the banks of Atha; feven, paths 
: bas : led 
Pek Ao n 


* Fingal’s army heard the.joy that was in Cairbar’s camp. 
"The character given of Cathmor is agreeable to the times. 
Some, through oftentation, were hofpitable ; and others fell 
naturally into.a cuftom handed down from their anceftors. 
But what marks ftrongly the character of Cathmor, is his 
averfion to praife ; for he is reprefented. to’ dwell in.a wood 
to avoid the thanks of his guefts ; which is ftilka higher de- 
gree of generofity than that of Axylus in Homer : for the poet 
does not fay, but the good man might, at the head of his 
own table, have heard with pleafure the praife beftowed on 
him by the people he entertained. ; 

No nation in the world carried hofpitality to a greater 
Jength than the ancient Scots. It was even infamous, for 
many ages, in a man of condition, ta have the door of his 
houfe fhut at all, test, asthe bards exprefs it, THE STRAN- 
GER SHOULD COME. AND BEHOLD HIS.CONTRACTED SOUL. | 
Some of the chiefs were poffeffed of this hofpitable difpofition 
to an extravagant degree; and. the bards, perhaps upon a 
private account, never failed to recommend it, in their eulo- 
giums. Cean uia’ na dai’ or the point to which all the roads , 
of the frangers lead, was an invariable epithet given by them 
to the chiefs; on the contrary, they diftinguifh the inhojfpi- 
table by the title of the cloud which the flrangers foun. This laft 
however was fo uncommon, that in all the old poems I have 
ever met with, I found but one man branded with this igno- 
minious appellation; and that, perhaps, only founded upon a. 
private quarrel, which fubfifted between him and the patren 
of the bard, who wrote the poem, 
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led to his halls. Seven chiefs ftaod on the 
paths, and called the ftranger to the feaft ! But 
Cathmor dwelt in the wood, to fhun the voice of. : 
praife | | 

Olla came with his fongs. Ofcar went to’ 


~@airbar’s feaft. ‘Three hundred warriors ftrode: 
along Moi-lena of the ftreams. ‘The grey dogs» 


bounded on the heath: Their’ howling reached 
afar. Fingal faw the departing hero. ‘The foul: 
of the king was fad. He dreaded Cairbar’s: 


- gloomy thoughts,. amid the feaft of fhells. My 


fon raifed high the fpear of Cormac. An hun- 
dred bards’ met him with fongs. Cairbar con-: 
cealed, with fmiles, the death that was dark in 
his foul. Whe feaft is fpread. The fhells re- 


- found. Joy brightens the.face of the hoft. - But: 


it was like the parting beam: of the fun, when he. 
is to hide his red head-in a ftorm !* j 
Cairbar rifes-in-his arms. Darknefs gathers 
on his:brow.. ‘The hundred harps ceafe at once. 
The clang * of- fhields is heard. Far diftant on 
the heath Ola raifedsa fong of woe. “My fon: 
knew:the fign of death; and rifing feized ‘his - 
fpear. “ QOfcar,” faid the dark-red Cairbar,. 


_ I behold the fpear + of Erin. The fpear: of 


Temora +. glitters in. thy hand, fon of woody 
Bs Morven ! 


* When a chief was determined to kill a»perfon already in 
his power, it was ufual to fignify‘that his death was intended, 
by the found of a fhield ftruck. with che blunt end of a fpear 5 
at the fame time that a bard'‘at a diftance raifed the death fong. 

+ Cormac, the fon of Arth, had given the fpear, which 
is here the foundation of the quarrel, to Ofcar, when he came 
to congratulate him upon Swaran’s being expelled from 
Ireland. : 

¢ Ti? morea’, the houfe of the great king, the name of* the 
royal palace of the fupreme kings of Ireland, 
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Morven! It was the pride of an hundred * kings. : 


‘Phe death of heroes of old. Yield it, fon tee 


_Offian, yield it to car-borne Cairbar !” 
«Shall I yield,” Ofcar ' replied, “ the gift of 
Erin’s injured king: the gift of fair-haired Cor- | 


mac, when Ofcar {cattered his foes? I came to 
Cormac’s halls of joy, when Swaran fled from 
Fingal. Gladnefs rofe in the face of youth. He 
gave the fpear of Temora. Nor did he give it 
to the feeble: neither to the weak in foul. The: 


darknefs of thy face is no ftorm to me: nor are | 


thine eyes the flame of death. Dol fear thy | 


clanging fhield? Tremble I at. Olla’s fong ? Nox, 


Cairbar, frighten the feeble : Ofcaris a rock !” 


«« Wilt thou not yield the {pear ?” replied the | 
rifing pride of Cairbar. “ Are thy words fo. .. 


mighty, becaufe Fingal is near? Fingal with aged 
locks, from Morven’s hundred’ groves ! He has 


fought with little men. But he muft vanifh be- ; 


fore Cairbar; like a thin pillar of mift before the. 
winds of Atha +!” “ Were he who fought with 


little men, near Atha’s. haughty chief: Atha’s. | 
chief would yield green Erin to avoid his rage! | 
Speak not of the mighty, O Cairbar! Turn thy | 
fword on me. Our ftrength. is equal: but Fin- | 
gal is renowned | the firft of mortal men !” | 


~_ 


Their people faw. the darkening chiefs. Their 


crowding fteps are heard around. Their eyes 


soll in fire. A thoufand fwords are half un- 
' fheathed. Red-haired Ola raifed the fong of | 
battle. ‘T he trembling joy of Ofcar's foul arofe : | 

the: ' 


* Hundred here is an indefinite number, and is only in-. 


tended to exprefs a great many. It was probably the hyper- 
bolical phrafes of the bards, that gave the fir hint to the 


Irifh Senachies to place the origin of their morarchy in fo re-. 


mote a period as they have done. 
+ Atha, jeallow river: the name of Cairbar’ s feat in Con- 
naught. 
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the wonted joy of his. foul when Fingal’s horn 
was heard. Dark as the {welling wave of ocean 
before the rifing winds, when it bends its head 
near the coaft, came on the hoft of Cairbar ! 

Daughter of 'T ofcar*! why that tear? He is 
not fallen yet. Many were the deaths of his. 
arm before my hero fell ! ~ | 

Behold they fall before my fon, like groves 
in the defart; when an angry ghoft ruthes 
through night, and takes their green heads in 
his hand! Morlath falls. Maronnan dies. Co- 
nachar trembles in his blood! Cairbar fhrinks 
before Ofcar’s fword! He creeps in darknefs 
behind aftone. He lifts the fpear in fecret; he 
pierces my Ofcar’s fide! He falls forward on his - 
thield: his knee fuftains the chief. But ftill 


his {pear is in his hand,. See gloomy Cairbar + 


. falls! 


* Malvina, the daughter of Tofcar, to whom is addreffed - 
that part of the‘ poem which related to the death of Ofcar - 
her lover. ~ 

+ The Irith hiftorians place the death of Cairbar, in the 
latter end of the third century : they fay, he was killed in 
battle againft Olfcar the fon of Offian, but deny that he fell by 
his hand. 

It is, however, certain, that the Irifh bards difguife, in. 
fome meaiure this part of their hiftory. An Irifh poem on 
this fubje&t, which, undoubtedly, was the fource of their in- 
formation, concerning the battle of Gabhra, where Cairbar 


fell, is juft now in my:hands.” As.a tranflation of the poem 


(which, tho” evideatly no very ancient compofition, does not 


“want poetical merit) would extend this note to too great a 


length, I fhall only give the ftory of it.in brief, with fome 
extracts from the original Irith. 

Ofcar, faysthe Irith bard, was invited to a feait, at Temora, 
by Cairbar king of Ireland. A difpute arofe between the 
two heroes, concerning the exchange of fpears, which was 
ufually made, between the: guefts and their hoft, upon fuch 
eccafions. In the courfe of their altercation, Cairbar faid, - 
in a boaftful manner, that he would hunt om the hills of Al- 
hion, and carry the fpoils of it into Ireland, in {pite of all the 
efforts of its inhabitants. The original words are; | 


Briathar 
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~ falls! The fteeF pierced his forehead, and di- 
‘vided his red hair behind. He lay, like a 
fhattered rock, which Cromla fhakes from: its 
_ fhaggy fide ; when the green-vallied: Erin fhakes 
_ its mountains, from fea tofea! . . . 
But never-more fhall Ofcar rife | He leans on 
his boffy fhield. - His fpéar is in his terrible 
_ hand. Erin’s fons ftand'diftant and dark. ‘Their 
_ fhouts arife, like crowded ftreams. Moi-lena 
echoes wide. Fingal heard: the found. He 
took the fpear of Selma. His fteps are before. 
us on the heath. He fpoke the words of woe. 
«“ T hear the noife of war. Young Ofear is 
alone. Rife, fons of Morven: join the hero’s” 
fword !” ; 
Offian rufhed along the heath.  Fillan 
bounded over Moi-lena. Fingal ftrode in his 
Hrength. The light of his fhield is terrible. 
3 The. 


Briathar buan fin; Briathar buan- 
A bheireadh an Cairbre rua’, 

Gu tuga’ fe fealg, agus creach - 
A h’ ALBIN an Ja’r na mhaireach. 


Ofcar replied, that, the next day, he himfelf would carry- in~ 
to. Albion the fpoils-of ‘the five provinces of Ireland; in fpite_ 
of the oppofition of Cairbar. 


Briathar eile an aghai’ fin 

A bheirea’ an t’ Ofcar, og, calma, 
-Gu'n tugadh fe fealg agus creach | 

Do dh’ Avszin an la’r na mhaireach, &c, 


Ofcar, in confequence of his. threats began to lay wafte Ire-. 
land; but as he returned with the fpoil- into Ulter, thro’ the- 
narrow pafs of Gabhra (Caoil ghlen Ghabbra) he was met by 
Cairbar, and a “battle enfued; in which both the heroes fell 
by mutual wounds. The bard gives avery curious lift af the 
followers of Ofcar, as they marched to battle. ‘They appear 
to have been five hundred in number, commanded, as the. 
poet expreffes it, by jive heroes of the blood of kings. ‘This. 
poem mentions Fingal, as arriving from Scotland, before 


Ofcar died of his wounds. / 
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The fons.of Erin faw. it far diftant. They 
trembled in their fouls. They knew that the 
wrath of the king arofe : and they forefaw their 
death. We firft _arrived. We fought. Erin’s 
chiefs withftood our rage. But when the king 
came, in the found of his courfe, what heart of 
- fteel could ftand! Erin fled over Moi-lena: 
Death purfuied their flight. We faw Ofcar on 


his fhield. We faw his blood around. Silence - 


_ darkened every face.. Each turned his back 
and wept. ‘The king ftrove to. hide his tears. His 
grey beard whiftled in the wind. He bends his 
head above the chief. His words are mixed with 
fighs. 

“ Art thou fallen, O Ofcar! in the midft of 
thy courfe? the heart of the aged beats over theet 
He fees thy coming wars! The wars which ought 
to come he fees!. They are cut off from thy fame! 
When fhall joy dwellat Selma ? When fhall grief 
depart from Morven ? My. fons fall by degrees : 
Fingal is the laft of his race. My fame begins ta 


pafsaway. Mine age will be without friends. F 
fhall fit-a grey cloud in my hail. I fhall not heay — 


the return of a fon, inhis founding arms. Weep, 
ye heroes of Morven! never more fhall Ofcar 
rife !”? 

And they did weep, O. Fingal! Dear was the 
hero to their fouls. He went out to-battle, and 
the foes vanifhed. He returned, in peace, amidft 
their joy. No father mourned his. fon flain in 
youth : no-brother his brother. of love. They 
fell, without tears, for the chief of the people is 
low! Bran* is howlmg at his feet: gloomy 


Luith is fad, for he had often led: them to:the 


chace ; to the bounding roe of the defart ! 
When 


* Bran was one of Fingal’s dogs. Bran fignifies a mountaine 


fiream,. 


ae 
or. 


7 


» 
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When Ofear ae his friends around, his heav-- 


ing breaft arofe. «© The groans,” he fa 


id, « of 


aged chiefs: ‘The howling of.my dogs: The fud- - 
den burfts of the fong of grief, have melted Of-.- 
ear’s foul.» My foul, that never~ ‘melted before. - 


Tt was like the fteel of my fword. Offian,. ay 
__me to.my hills! Raife the ftones’of my 


renown... 


Place the horn of a deer : place: my fword by my - 
fide. ‘The torrent hereafter‘ may raife the earth : - 
the hunter may find the fteel and. fay, «© This 


« Falleft thou, fon of my fame ! fhall 


| has been Ofcar’s fword,° the pride of other years |” 


I never - 


. fee thee, Ofcar ! When others: hear: of their fons ; - 

_ fhall ] not hear of thee? The mofs is 
_ | four grey ftones. The mournful wind 
The battle fhall-be fought without thee. 
- fhalt not purfue the dark-brown hinds. 


on thy: 
is there. - 
Thou «. 
When 


the warrior returns from battles, and tells of other ~ 
lands ; “ I have feen a tomb,” he will fay, « by 
the roaring ftream, the:dark dwelling of a -chief. ... 
He feli by car-borne Ofcar, . the firft of mortal » 


men,” I, perhaps, fhall hear: his voice. 


\ of joy will rife in my foul.” 


(Acbeant. 4 


Night would have defcended’ in Nernst ‘and * 


morning returned in the fhadow of grief. Our . 
chiefs would have ftood, like cold dropping rocks 
3 did not: 
the king difperfe his grief, and raife his mighty 


on Moi-lena, and have forgot the war 


voice. “The chiefs, as new-wakened from SEAR . 


lift up their heads around. — ? 


«How long on Moi-lena fhall we wee 


p? How. 


long pour in Erin our tears ? ‘The mighty will not . 
return. Ofcar fhall not rife in his ftrength. The - 


_ valiant muft fall in their day, and be no more 


known on their hills. "Where are our fatherss. 
O warriors ! the chiefs of the times of old ? They 


have fet like ftars that have fhone.. 


We only 


hear. 


i i i te ee ee ee 
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hear the found of their praife. But they were 
renowned in their years: the terror of other 
times. Thus fhail we pafs away, in the day of . 

our fall. Then let us be renowned when we may 3 
and leave our fame behind us, like the laft beams 
of the fun, when he hides his red head in the weft. 
The traveller mourns his abfence, thinking of the 
flame of his beams. Ullin, my aged bard! take 
thou the fhip-of the king. Carry Ofcar to Selma 
of harps. Let the daughters of Morven weep, 
We mutt fight in Erin, for the race of fallen Cor- 
mac. ‘The days of my years begin to fail. I feel 
the weaknefs of my arm. My fathers bend from. 
their clouds, to receive their grey-hair’d fon. 
But, before I go hence, one beam of fame fhall 
rife. My days fhall end, as my years begun, in 
fame. My life fhall be one fiream of light to 
bards of other times !” 

_ Ullin rais’d his white fails. The wind of the 
fouth came forth.. He bounded on the waves to- 
ward Selma. JF remained in my grief, but my 
words were not heard. The feaft.is fpread on 
Moi-lena. An hundred heroes reared the tomb 
of Cairbar. No fong is raifed over the chief. 
His foul had been dark and bloody. ‘The bards 
- remembered the fall of Cormac | what. could 
they fay in Cairbar’s praife ? 

Night came rolling down. The light of an, 
hundred oaks arofe. Fingal fat beneath a tree. 
Old Althan * ftood inthe midft.. He told the 
tale of fallen Cormac. Althan the fon of Cona- 

; char, 


* Althan, thefon of Conachar, was the chief bard of Arth 
king of Ireland. After the death of Arth, Althan attended 
his fon Cormac, and was prefent at hisdeath. He had made 
his efcape from Cairbar, by the means of Cathmor, and com- 
ing to Fingal, related, as here, the death of th matter Cox- 


re maac. 
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char, the friend of car-borne Cuthullin. He 
dwelt with Cormac in windy Temora, when Se- 
mo’s fon: fell’ at Lego’s ftream. ‘The tale of Al- ~ 
than was mournful. The tear was m his eye; 
when he fpoke. 

* « The fetting fun: was yellow on Dora {2 
Grey evening began to defcend. ‘Temora’s woods 
fhook with the’ blaft of the unconftant wind. A! 
cloud gathered in the weft. A red ftar looked 
from behind its edge: ‘I fteod “im thie-wood alone. 
I faw a ghoft on the’darkening air | His ftride 
extended fronr hill to hill.” His fhield was dinx 
on his fide. It was the fon’ of Semo. I knew 
the warrior’s-face. But he pafled away in his 
blaft ; and all was dark around t My foul was 
fad. T-went'to.the' hall of hells’ A°thoufand: 
| Hehtsarofe. - ‘The hundred bards had ‘trung the: 
harp. Cormac ftood in the midft, like the 
morning ftar, when it rejoices on the eaftern hill 
and‘ its: young: beams are bathed in {fhowers.. 
Bright and filent is its progrefs aloft, but the cloud’ 
that ‘fhall hide it, is near! The fword of Artho t 
was inthe Hand of the king: He looked with. 
joy on its polifhed ftuds: thrice he attempted to 
draw it, and: thrice he failed; “his yellow locks. 
are fpread on his fhoulders : Lis cheeks of youth: 
_ are red. I mourned over: the beam. of. youth, 
for he was foen to fet !” 

« Althan!” he faid, with a fmile, « didi 
thou-behold my father ? Heavy is the fword of 
the king; furely his arm was ftrong. O that-¥ 
were like him in battle, when the rage of his. 
wrath arofe! then would I have met, with 

¢ Cuthullin, 

* Althan fpeaks. 

+. Doira, the woody fide of 2. mountain 5 itis here a hill in the 


neighbourhood of ‘Temora. 


$ Axth, or Artho, the father of Cormac king of Ireland. 
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Cuthullin, the car-borne fon of Cantéla ! But 
years may come on, O Althan! and my arm.be 

ftrong. Haft thou heard cf Semo’s jon, the ruler 
- ofhigh Temora ? He might have returned with 
hisfame. He promifed to return to-night. My 
bards wait him with fongs. My feait is fpread 
in the hall-of kings,” : 

I heard Cormac in filence. My tears began to 
flow. I hid them. with my aged locks. ‘The 
king perceived: my grief. «* Son of Conachar !” 
he faid, ‘* is the fon of Semo* low ? Why burits 
the figh infecret? Why defcends the tear? 
Comes the car-borne;Torlath ? Comes the found 
of red-haired Cairbar ? They come ! for I behold 
thy grief. Mofiy: Tura’s chief is low ! Shall I 
not rufh to battle? But I cannot lift the fpear | O 
hhad mine arm the ftrength of Cuthullin, foon 
would Cairbar fly ; the fame of my fathers would 
be renewed ; and the deeds of other times !” 

He took tis bow. ‘The tears flow down, from 
both, his. fparkling eyes. Grief faddens round. 
‘The bards bend forward, /frem their, hundred 
harps. The lone blaft. touched their trembling 
‘ftrings. The found +-is fad and low! A voice is 
heard ata diftance; as of one in grief. It was Carril 
of other times, who. came from dark Slimora ft. 
He told of the fall of Cuthullin., He told of his 
mighty deeds. ‘The people were fcattered round 
his tomb. Their arms lay on the ground. They 

had 

* Cutliullin is called the hoes of Tura from-a caftle of that 
name on the coaft of Ulfter, where he dwelt, before he un- 
dertook the management of the affairs of Ireland, in the mr 
nority of Cormac. 

+ That prophetic found, mentioned in other poems, which 
the harps of the bards emitted before the death. of a perfon 
worthy and renowned. It is here an omen of the death of 
' Cormac, which, foon after, followed. 

t Slimora, a hill i in Connaught, near which: Cuthullin was. 


dalled. 
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had forgot the war, for he, their fire, was feen 
no more ! 

ss» But who,” faid the foft-veiced Carril, « who — 
come like bounding roes? ‘Their ftature is like 
young trees in the valley, eure in a fhower ! 
Soft and ruddy are their cheeks ! Fearlefs fouls 
look forth from their eyes! Who but the fons 
of Ufnoth *, chief of ftreamy-Etha? 'The peo-- 
ple rife-on every fidé, like the ftrength of an 
half-extinguifhed fire, when the winds come, . 
fudden, from the defart, on their ruftling on ; 
Sudden. glows the dark brow of the 
the paffing mariner lags, on his winds. The : 
found of Caithbat’s + fhield was heard. The. 
warriors faw Cuthullin { in Nathos. So rolled . 
his fparkling eyes | his fteps were fuch on heath ! i 
Battles are fought at Lego. . ‘The fword of Na-- 
thos prevails. Soon fhalt thou behold him in thy - 
halls, king of Temora-of groves.!” - 
' Soon may I behold the chief !” replied the - 
blue-eyed a s¢ But my foul is fad for Cuthul- - 

| lin. 


: 


* Ufnoth chief of Etha; a diftti& on thé wettérn coaft of ~ 
Scotland, had three fons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan, by Slis- -— 
fama the fifter of Cuthullin. The three brothers; when very 
young, were fent over to Ireland by their father, to learn the - 
ufe of arms under their uncle, whofe militany fame was very 
great-in that kingdom... They had juft arrived in Ulfter when « 
the news of Cuthullin’s death arrived. Nathos, the eldeft of © 

the three brothers, took the command of Cuthullin’s army, 
and made head againft Cairbar the chief of Atha, Cairbar 
having, at laft, murdered young king Cormac, at Temora, 
the army of Nathos fhifted-fides, and the brothers were oblig- ~ 
ed to return into Ulfter, in order to pafs over into Scotland. 
‘The fequel of their mournful. ftory-is related,. at large, in the 
poem of Dar-thula. 

+ Caithbait was grandfather to Cuthullin ; and-his fhield 
was made ufe of to alarm. his pofterity tothe battles of the 
family. 

¢ ‘That is, they faw a manifeft. likenefs between the perfon - 
of Nathos and Cuthullin. 
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‘Tin. His voice was pleafant in mine ear. Often 
have we moved, on Dora, to the chace of the dark: 
brown hinds. His bow was unerring on the hills. 
He fpoke of mighty men. He told of the dzeds 
of my fathers. I felt my rifing joy. But fit thou 
at the feaft, O Carril ! I have: often heard thy 
voice. Sing in praife of Cuthullin. Sing of Na-. 
thos of Etha * !” . 
Day rofe on Temora, with all the beams of 
‘the eaft. Crathin came to the hall, the fon of 
old Gellama +.‘ I behold,” he faid, «a cloud. 
an the defart, king of Erin! a cloud it feemed at 
-firft, but now a crowd of mén?!”One ftrides be-. 
fore them in his ftrength. His red ‘hair flies in 
wind. His -fhield glitters to the beam: of the eaft. 
His {pear is in his hand.” - ‘* Call him to the feaft- 
of Temora,” replied the brightening king. “ My 
hall is the houfe of ftrangers, fon of generous 
Gellama ! It is perhaps the chief of Etha, com-- 
ing in allhis renown.. Hail, mighty ¢ ftranger! 
art thou of the friends of Cormac? But Carril, 
he is dark, and unlovely. He draws his fword. 
jo pe the fon of Ufnoth, bard of the times of 
‘ol ? ; 
«¢ Tt-is not the- fon of Ufnoth!” faid-Carril. 
“¢ Jt is Cairbar thy foe. Why comeft thou in thy 
arms to Temora? chief of the gloomy brow. 
‘Let not thy fword rife againft Cormac! Whither 
doft thou turn thy fpeed ?” He paffed on in dark- 
nefs. He feized the hand of the king. Cormac 
forefaw his death; the rage of his eyes arofe. 
«¢ Retire, thou chief of Atha ! Nathos-.comes with 
mah | War... 


* Nathos:the fon .of Ufoth.. 
+ Geal-lamha, cwhite-banded. 7 
¢ From this expreflion, we undérftand, that Cairbar had 


éntered the palace of Temora, in the midft of Cormac’s 
“ fpeech. ' 
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war: Thou art bold in, Cormac’s hall, for his 
arm is weak.” ‘The fword entered the fide of the 
king. He fell in the halls of his fathers. His 
fair hair isin the duft.- His blood is smpaking 
round. 
© Art thou fallen in thy halls.*?”" faid Coatha 
« O fon of noble Artho!. The shield of Cuthul-- 
lin was not near. Nor the fpear of thy father. 
Mournful are the mountains of Erin, . for the | 
chief of the people is low! Bleft be thy foul, O- 
Cormac! ‘Thou art darkened in thy youth.” 

His words. came. to the ears of Cairbar.. He- 
clofed +, us in the midft of darknefs.. He feared. to 
ftretch his fwword to the bards ¢, though his foul” 
was dark. Long we. pined.alone! At length, © 
_the noble Cathmor |} came... He heard our voice © 
from the cave-. He «turned. the eye. of his 
wrath on Cairbar.- 

« Brother of Cathmor,” he faid, how long 
wilt thou pain my foul? Thy heart is a rock. 
Thy thoughts. are dark and bloody! But.thow — 
art the brother. of Cathmor; and Cathmor fhall 
fhine in thy war... But my foul is not like thine: — 
thou feeble hand in fight! The light of my bo-» 
fom is ftained with tlry. deeds. Bards will not 
fing of my renown: ‘They may fay, .«¢ Cathmor 
was brave, but he fought for gloomy: Cairbar.” 
They will Ba, over my, tomb.in. filence. “ly 

. ame 


Fn: OO Fe 


# Althan fpeaks.. 

+ That is, himfelf and Carril, as it sfterweards appears. 

¢: The perfons of the bards were fo facred, that even he, 
who had juft murdered his fovereign, feared to kil] them. 

|| Cathmor appears the fame difinterefted hero upon every 
occafion. His humanity and generofity were unparalleled : 
in fhort, he had-no fault, but too much attachment te: fo bad 
a brother as Cairbar. His family conneétion with Cairbar 
prevails, as he expreffes it, over every other confideration, 
and makes him engage in a-war, of which he does 2 not ap- 
prove. 


a 
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fame fhall not be heard. Cairbar’! loofe the 
bards. "Chey are-the fons of future times. Their 
voice. fhall be heard in other years; after the 
kings of Temora have failed. We came iorthat 
‘the words of the chief. We iaw him in his 
firength. He was like thy -youth, O Fingal | 
when thou firft didft lift the fpear. His face was 
like the plain of the fun, when it‘is bright. No 
darknefs travelled over his brow. But he came 
with-his thoufands to aid the red-haired Cairbar. 
Now he:comes to revenge his death, O king of 
woody Morven!” | 

«“ Let Cathmor come,” replied the king. “I 
Jove a foe fo great. His foul is bright. His arm 
is ftrong. His battles are full of fame. But the 
-little foul is a vapour that hovers round the mar- 
fhy lake. It never rifes on the green_ hill, left 
the winds fhould meet it there. Its dwelling is 
in the cave, it fends forth the dart of death! 
Our young heroes, O warriors! are like the re- 
nown of our fathers. ‘They fight in youth. They 
fall. ‘Their names are in fong. Fingal is amid 
his darkening years. He mutt not fall, as an 
aged oak, acrofs a fecret ftream. Near it are 
the fteps of the hunter, as it lies beneath the 
wind. ‘ How has that tree fallen ?” he fays, 
vand, whiftling, ftrides along. Raife the fong 
of joy, ye bards of Morven! Let aur fouls for- 
_get the paft. The red ftars look on us from 
clouds, and filently defcend. Soon fhall the 
grey beam of the morning rife, and fhew us the 
| foes of Cormac. Fillan! my fon, take thou the 
pear of the king. Go to Mora’s dark-brown 
Aide. Let thine eyes travel over the heath. Ob- 
derve the foes of Fingal Obferve the courfe of 
| generous Cathmor. I hear a diftant found, like 
failing rocks in the defart. But ftrike thou thy 
fhield, 
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fhield, at times, that they. may not come thro 
night, and the fame of Morven ceafe. I begin 
to be alone,.my fon. Idread the fall of my re-. 
nown !” 
The voice.of ta arofe. The- king. leaned. 

on the fhield of Trenmor. Sleep defcended 
his eyes. His future battles-arofe in his dreams. 
‘The hoft are fleeping around. Dark-haired Fil- 

_ Jan obferves the foe. His fteps are on a plies 
ill. We sii a tines his. fs SORES aa 
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IN EIGHT BOOKS. 


BOOK it. 


a¢ 


ARGUMENT to Boox I. 


This book opens, we may fuppofe, about midnight, with a 
foliloquy of Offian, who had retired, from the reft of the 
army, to mourn for his fon Ofcar. Upon hearing the noife 
of Cathmor’s army approaching, he went to find out his 
brother Fillan, who kept the watch, on the hill of Mora, 
in the front of Fingal’s army. In the converfation of the 
brothers, the epifode of Conar, the fon of Trenmor, who 
was the firft king of Ireland, is introduced, which lays 
open the origin of the contefts between the Cacl and Fir- — 
bolg, the two nations .whe-firft poffeffed thernfelves of that 

ifland. Offian kindles a fire on Mora; upon which Cath- 

mor defifted from the defign he had formed of furprizing 

the army of the*Caledonians. He calls a council of his ' 
chiefs; reprimands Foldath for advifing a night-attack, as 

the Irth army were fo much fuperior in number to the ene- 

amy. The bard Fonar introduces the ftory of Crothar, the 

anceftor of the king, which throws -further light on the 

hiftory of Ireland, and the original pretenfions of the fami~ 

ly of Atha, to the throre of that kingdom. The Irifh 

chiefs lie down to reft, and Cathmor himfelf undertakes — 
the watch. - In his circuit, round the army, he is met by 
Offian. The interview of the two “heroes is defcribed. 

‘Cathmor obtains a promife from Qffian, to order a funeral 
elegy to be fung over the grave of Cairbar; it being the 
opinion of the times,*that the fouls of the dead could not be 
happy, till their elegies were fung by a bard. Morning 
comes. Cathmor and Offian part ; and the latter, cafually 
‘meeting with Carril the fon of Kinfena, fends that bard, 
with a funcral fong to the tomb of Cairbar. 


EPIC POEM. 


BOOK I. 


FatHer of heroes ! O Trenmor! High 
dweller of eddying winds! where the dark-red. 
thunder marks the troubled clouds! Open thou 
thy ftormy halls. Jet the bards of old be near. 
Thet them-draw near, with fongs and their half- 
viewlefs harps. No dweller of mifty valley comes ! 
No hunter unknown at his ftreams! It is the 
‘car-borne Ofcar, from the fields of war. Sud- 
den is thy change, my fon, from what thou wert 
on dark Moi-lena! ‘The blaft folds thee in its 
fxirt, and ruftles through the iky! Doft thou 
not behold thy father, at the ftream of night ? 
Vot. Il. Ceo, ‘The 


* ‘Though this book has little ation, it is not the leaft im- 
portant part of Temora. ‘The poet, in feveral epifodes, runs 
up the caufe of the war to the very fource. ‘The firft popula- 
tion of Ireland, the wars between the two nations who origi- 
nally poffeffed that ifland, its firft race of kings, and the revo- 
lutions of its government, are important facts, and are deli- 
vered by the poet, with fo little mixture of the fabulous, that 
one cannot help preferring his accounts to the improbable 
fi@ions of the Scotch and Irifh hiftorians, The Milefian 
fables bear about them the marks of a late invention. To 
trace their legends to their fource would be no difficult tafk ; 
but a difquifition of this fort would extend this note too far, 
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The chiefs, of Morven fleep far-diftant. They 
have loft no fon! But ye have loft a hero, chiefs 
of refounding Morven! Who could equal his 
ftrength, when battle rolled againft his fide, like 
the darknefs of crowded waters? Why this 
cloud on Offian’s foul? It ought to burn in dan- 
ger. Erin is near with her hoft. The:king of 
Selma is alone. Alone thou {halt -not ‘be, my 
father, while I can lift the {pear ! 

I rofe, inall my arms. I rofe and liftened to 
the wind. “Ihe fhield of Filan * is not heard. 
Itremble for the fon of Fingal. . Why fhould 
the foe come by night ? Why. fhould the dark- 
haired warrior fail?” Diftant, fullen murmurs 
rife: like tne noife of the lake of Lego, when its 
waters fhrink, in the days of froft, and all its 
burfting ice.refounds. ‘The people of Lara look 
to heaven, and.forefee the ftorm! My fteps are 
forward on the heath. The fpear of Ofcar in 

‘my hand! Red ‘ftars-looked from high. 1 
gleamed, along the night. 


. Tfaw 


*-We underftand, from the preceding ‘book, that.Cathmor 
was near with an army. When Cairbar was killed, the tribes 
who attended-him fell backto Cathmor; who, as it afterwards 
appears, had taken -a refolution to furprize Fingal by night. 
Fillan was difpatched to the hill of Mora, which was in the 
front of the Caledonians, to obferve the motions.of.Cathmor. 
In this fituation were_affairs -when Offian, upon hearing the 
noife of the approaching enemy, went to find out his bro- 
ther. “Their converfation naturally introduces .the epifode, 
concerning Conar the fon of Trenmor, the firft Irith mo- 
march, which is fo neceffary to the underftanding the founda- 
tion of the rebellion and ufurpation of Cairbar and.Cathmor. 


Fillan was the youngeft of the fons of Fingal, then living. 


He and Bofmina, mentioned in the battle of Lora, were the 
only children of the king, by Clatho the daughter of Ca- 
thulla king of Inis-tore,"whom he had taken to wife, atfer 
the dezth of Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac Mac- 
Conar king of ireland. : 


- 


—— 
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I faw Fillan filent before me, bending forward 
from Mora’s rock. He heard the fhout of the foes. 
The joy of his foul arofe. He heard my founding 
tread, and turned his lifted fpear. “ Comeft 
thon, fon of night, in peace ? Or doft thou meet 
my wrath? The foes of Fingal are mine. Speak, 
or fear my fteel. I ftand not, in vain, the fhield 
‘of Morven’s race.” ‘ Never mayft thou ftand 
in vain, fon of blue-eyed Clatho! Fingal begins 
to be alone. Darknets gathers on the laft of his 
days. Yet he has two * fons who ought to 
fhine in war. Who ought to be two beams of 
light, near the fteps of his departure.” 

«Son of Fingal,” replied the youth, © it is 
not long fince I raifed the fpear. Few are the 
‘marks of my fword in war. But Fillan’s foul is 
fire! The chicfs of Bolga + crowd around the 
fhield of generous Cathmor. Their gathering 
is on that heath. Shall my fteps approach their 
hoft ? T yielded to Ofcar alone, in the firife of 
the race, on Cona !” 

C2 “ Fillan, 


* That is, two fons in Ireland. Tergus, the fecond fon of 
Fingal, was, at that time, on an expedition, which is men- 
tiened in one of the lefler poems. He, according to fome 
traditions, was the anceftor of Vergus, the fon of Erc or Ar- 
‘cath, commonly called Fergus the fecond in the Scotch hiftories. 
The beginning of the reign of Fergus over the Scots, is placed 
by the moft approved annals of Scotland, in the fourth year of 
the-fifth age : a full century after the death of Offian. The 
genealogy of his family is recorded thus -by the Highland 
Senachies; Fergus Mac-Arcath, Ma:-Chongael, Mac-Fergus, 
Mac Pioresiel na bua? ; i. e. Fergus the fon of Arcath, the 
fon of Congal, the fon of Yergus, the fon of Fingal the 
victorious. ‘This fubject is treated more at large, in the dif 
fertation annexed to’ the poem. - 
© + The fouthern parts of Ireland went, for fome time under 
the name.of Bolga, from the Fir-bolg or Belgz of Britain, whe 
fectled .a colony there. Bolg fignifies’ @ quiver, from which 
proceeds. Fir-bolg, i. €. bow-men ; fo called from their ufing 
bows more than any of the neighbouring nations. 
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' Fillan, thou fhalt not approach their hoft ; 
nor fall before thy fame is‘known. My name is 
heard.in fong: when.needful I advance. From 
‘the fkirts of night I {hall view them over all their 
gleaming tribes. Why, Fillan, didft thou fpeak 
.of Ofcar |! Why awake my figh? I mnft forget * 

‘the warrior, till the ftorm is rolled away. Sad- 
nefs ought not to dwell in danger, nor the tear 
in the eye of war. Our fathers forget their 
fallen fons, till the noife of arms was paft. Then 
forrow returned to the tomb, and the fong of 
‘bards arofe.” ‘The memory of thofe, who fell, 
quickly followed the departure of war: When 
the tumult of battle is paft, the foul, in filence, 
melts away, for the dead. 

Conar + was ‘the brother of Trathal, firft of 
snortal men. His battles were on every;coaft. A 
thoufand ftreams rolled down the blood of his 
foes, 


* After this paffage, Ofcar is not mentioned.in all Temora. 
‘Vhe fituations of the characters who aét in the poem are fo in- 
terefting, that others, foreign to the fubject, could not be in- 
troduced with any luftre. Though the epifode, which fol- 
lows, may feem to flow naturally enough from the conver- 
fation of the brothers, yet I have fhewn, in a preceding note, 
and, more at large, in the differtation annexed to .this col- 
lection, that the poet had a farther defign in view. . 

+ Conar, the firft king of Ireland, was the fon of Trenmor, 
the great-grand-father of Fingal. It-was on account of this 
family-connection, that Fingal was engaged in fo many wars 
in the caufe of the race of,Conar. ‘Tho’ few of the actions of 
‘Trenmor are mentioned, he was the moft renowned name of 


_ antiquity. The moft probable opinion concerning him is,- 


that he was the firft, who united the trihes of the Caledo- 
_ guians, and commanded them in chief, againft the incurfions 
ofthe Romans. ‘The genealogifts of the North have traced 
his family far back, and given a Jift of :his anceftors to Cuan- 
mér nan lan, or Conmor ef the fwords, who, according to 
them, was the firft who croffed the great fea, to Caledonia, 
from wihch circumftance his name proceeded, which fignifies 
Great ocean. Genealogies of fo ancient a date, however, gre 
little to he depended upon. » bs P 


- 
: 
. 
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foes.. His-fame filled green Erin, like a pleafant 
gale. The nations gathered in Ullin, and they 


_bleffed the king; the king of the race of their 


fathers, from the land of Selma. 

The chiefs * of the fouth were gathered in the: 
darknefs of their pride. In the horrid. cave of 
Muma they mixed their fecret words... Vhither 
often, they faid, the fpirits of their fathers came; 
fhewing their pale forms from the chinky rocks : 
reminding them of the honour of Bolga. «« Why 
fhould Conar reign,” they. faid,:«* the fon of re~ 
founding Morven?” _ Pitas 

They came forth, : like-the ftreams of the de: 


| fart, with the roar of their hundred tribes. Co- 


nar was a rock before them : broken they rolled: 
onevery fide. But oftenthey returned, and the 
fons of Selma fell. The king ftood, among the 
tombs of his warriors. He darkly bent his 
mournful face, His foul was-rolled into itfelf:. 
and he had marked the place, where he was to 
fall; when Trathal came, in his ftrength, his 
brother from cloudy Morven. Nor did he come. 
alone. Colgar + was at-his fide ; Colgar the-fon 
of the’ king and. of white-bofomed Solincorma. 

| C3 As 


* The chiefs of the Fir-bolg who poffeffed themfelves of the’ 
fouth of Ireland, prior, perhaps, to the fettlement of the 
Caél of Caledonia, and the Hebrides, in Ulfter. From the 
fequel, it appears that the Fir-bolg were, by much, the meft 
powerful nation ; and it is probable that the Caél muft have 
fubmitted tothem, had they not received fuccours from their 
mother-country, umder the command of Conar. 

t Colg-er, frercely-looking warrior. Sulin-corma, blue eyes. 
Colger was the eldeft of the fons of Trathal: Comhal, who 
was the father of Fingal, was very young when the prefent 
expedition to Ireland happened. It is remarkable, that; of 
all the anceftors of Fingal, tradition makes the Jeaft mention 
of Comhal; which, probably, proceeded from the unfortu- 
nate life and untimely death of that hero. From fome paffa- 
ges, concerning him, we Jearn, indeed, that he was brave, 
but he wanted conduct. 
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As Trenmor, cloathed with meteors, defcends 
from the halls of thunder, pouring the dark 
ftorm before him over the troubled fea: fo Col- 
gar defcended to battle; and wafted the echoing 
field. His father rejoiced over the hero: but an 
arrow came! His tomb was raiféd, without a 
tear. The king was to revenge his fon. He 
lightened forward in battle, till Bolga aes at 
her ftreams ! 

When peace returned to the land : When his 
blue waves bore the king to Morven: then he 
yemembered his fon, and poured the filent tear. 
Thrice did the bards, at the cave of Furmono, - 
call the foul of Colgar. They called him to the 
hills of his land. He heard them in his mift. 
Trathal placed his fword in the cave, that the - 
{pirit of his fon might rejoice. . 

& Colgar *, fon of Trathal!” faid Fillan, 
«: thou wert renowned in youth! But the king 
hath not marked my fword, bright ftreaming on . 
the field. I go forth with the crowd. I return, 
without my fame. But the foe approaches 
Offian! [heard their murmur on the heath. ‘The 
found of their fteps is like thunder, in the bofom 
éf the ground, when the rocking hills fhake their 
sroves, and not.a blaft pours from the darkened 
iky te 

‘Ofian! turned fudden on his fpear. He 
raifed the flame of an oak on high. I ipread it 

large, on Mora’s wind. Cathmor ftopt in his 

courfe. 


* ‘The poem begins here to mark Rrongty the character of 
Fillan, who is to make fo great a figure in the fequel. He 
has the impatience, the ambition and fire which are peculiar 
to a young hero. Kindled with the fame of Colgar, he for- 
gets his untimely fall. From Fillan’s expreffions in this paf- 
fage, it would feem, that he was neglected by Fingal, on ac- 
count of his youth. 
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courfe. Gleaming he ftood, like a rock, on 
whofe fides are the wandering of blafts > which” 
feize its echoing ftreams, and clothe them ‘over 
with ice. So ftood the friend .* of ftrangers!-. 
The winds lift- his heavy locks. ‘Thou art the 
talleft of the race of Erin, king of ftreamy Atha! 
. « Firft of bards,” faid Cathmor, “ Fonar *,- 
call the chiefs of Erin: Call red-hair’d Cormar : 
dark-browed Malthos: the fide-long-looking 
gloom of Maronan. Let the pride of Foldath ap- 
pear. ‘The red-rolling eye of Turlotho. Nor let 
Hidalla be forgot; his voice, in danger, is the 
found of a fhower, when it falls in the blafted: 
wale, near Atha’s falling ftream. Pleafant is its 
found, on the plain, whilft broken thunder tra~ 
vels over the fky!” 

They came, in their clanging- arms. They’ 
bent forward to his voice, as if a {pirit of their 
fathers fpoke from a cloud’ of night. Dreadful. 
fhone they to the light; like the fall of the 
ftream of Brumo ¢, when the meteor lights it, 
before the nightly ftranger. Shuddering, he 
{tops in his'journey, and looks up for the beam 
ef the morn ! 


. ‘ C4 «“ Why 


* Cathmor is diftinguifhed, by this honourable title, on ace 
count of his generofity to ftrangers, which was fo great as to 
be remarkable even in thofe days of hofpitality. 

+ Fonar, the man of fong. Before the introduction of Chrifti- 
anity a name was not impofed upon any perfon, till he had 
diftinguifhed himfelf by fome remarkable a@tion, from which 
his name fhould be derived. 

¢ Brumo was a place of worfhip (Fing. b. 6.) in Craca, 
which is fuppofedto be one of the ifles of Shetland. It was 
thought, that-the fpirits of the deceafed haunted it, by night, 
which adds more terror to the defcription introduced here..- 
The horrid circle of Brumo, where often, they faid, the ghafs of 
the dead howled round the flone of fear. 
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“ Why * delights Foldath,” faid the king, 
- © to pour the blood of foes by night? Fails his 
arm in battle, in the beams of day! Few are the 
foes before us, why fhould we clothe us in fhades ? 
The valiant delight to fhine, in the battles of 
their land! Thy counfel was in vain, chief of 
Moma! The eyes of Morven do not fleep. They 
are watchful, as eagles, on their moffy rocks. Let 
each collect, beneath his cloud, the ftrength of 
his roaring tribe. ‘To-morrow I move, in light, 
to meet the foes of Bolga? Mighty + was he 
that is low, the race of Borbar-Duthul !” 

«© Not unmarked !”’ faid Foldath, “ were my 
{teps before thy race. In light, I met the foes of 
Cairbar. The warrior praifed my deeds. But his 

“{tone was raifed without a tear? No bard t fung 
over Erin’s king. Shall his foes rejoice along 
their moffy hills? No: they muft not rejoice! 
He was the friend of Foldath! Our words were 
mixed, in feeret, in Moma’s filent cave ; whilft 
thou, a boy in the field, purfuedft the thiftle’s 
beard. With Moma’s fons I fhall rufh abroad, 
and find the foe, on his dufky hills. Fingal fhall 
lie, without his fong, the grey-haired king of 
Selma.” i 

«© Doft thou think, thou feeble man,” replied _ 
Cathmor, half-enraged : ‘* Doft thou think Fin- 
gal can fall, without his fame, in Erin? Could 
the bards be filent at the tomb of Selma’s king ? 

: The 


* Prom this paffage, it appears, that it was Foldath who 
had adviied the night-attack. The gloomy character of Fol- 
dath is properly contrafted to the generous, the open Cathmor. 

+ By this exclamation Cathmor intimates that he intends 
to revenge the death of his brother Cairbar. 

+ To have no funeral elegy fung over his tomb, was, 
among the Celtz, reckoned the greateft misfortune that 
could befal a man; as his foul could not-otherwife be admitted 
to the airy hall of his fathers, 
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The fong would burft in fecret |! the fpirit of the’ 
king would rejoice ! It is when thou fhalt fall, 
that the bard fhall forget the fong. ‘Thou art 
dark, chief of Moma, though thine arm is a tem- 
peftin war. Do I forget the king of Erin, in 
_ his narrow houfe ? My foul is not loft to Cairbar 
the brother of my love! I marked the bright 
beams of joy, which travelled over his cloudy 
mind, when I returned, with fame, to Atha of 
the ftreams.” . 
Tall they removed, beneath the words of the» 
king. Each to his own dark tribe; where, hum- 
ming, they rolled on the heath, faint-glittering 
to the ftars : like waves, in a rocky bay, .before 
the nightly wind. Beneath an oak, lay the chief 
of Atha. His fhield, adufky round, hung high. 
Near him, againft a rock, leaned the fair ftran- 
ger * of Inis-huna: that beam: of light, with 
wandering locks, from: Lumon of the roes. At 
diftance rofe the voice of Fonar, with the deeds. 
of the days of old. The fong fails, at times, in 
Lubar’s growing roar | 
« Crothar +,” begun the bard, “ firft dwelt 
at Atha’s mofly ftream !. A thoufand { ogks, from 
Cs the 


\ 
‘ 


* By the franger of Inis-huna, is meant Sulmalla, the daugh- 
ter of Conmor king of Inis-huna, the ancient name of that part 
of South Britain, which is next to the Irifh coaft. She had 
followed Cathmor in difguife. Her ftory is related at large 
in the fourth book. 

+ Crothar was the anceftor of Cathmor, and the firft of his 
family, who had fettled in Atha. . It was, in his time, that 
the firft' wars were kindled between the Fir-bolg and Caél. 
The propriety of the epifode is evident; as the conteft which 
originally rofe between Crothar and Conar, fubfifted after- 
wards between their ‘pofterity, and was the foundation of the 
ftory of the poem. 

¢ From this circumftance we may learn, that the art of 
building with ftone was not known in Ireland fo early as the 
‘days of Crothar, When the colony were long f{ettled in the 

country, 
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the mouhtains, formed his echoing hall. The 
athering of the people was there, around the 
feaft_ of the blue-eyed king. But who, among. 
his chiefs, was like the ftately Crothar ? Warri- 
ers kindled in his prefence.. The young figh 
ef the virgins rofe. In Alnecma* was the war-= 
rior honoured : the firft of the race of Bolga. . 

«* He purfued the chace in Ullin: on the 
mofs-covered top of Drumardo. From the wood. 
looked the daughter of Cathmin, the blue-roll- 
ing eye of Con-lama. Her figh rofe in fecret. 
She bent her head, midft her wandering locks. 
The moon looked in, at night, and faw the. 
white-tofling of her arms ; for fhe thought of the 
mighty Crothar, in the feafon of dreams. 

« Three days feafted Crothar with Cathmin.. 


Onthe fourth they awaked the hinds. Con-lama. 


moved to the chace, with all her lovely fteps.. 
She met Crothar in the narrow path. The bow 
fell, at once, from her hand. She turned her 
face away, and half-hid it with her locks, The 

love: 


country, the arts of civil life began to. increafe among them, 
for we find mention made of the towers of Atha in the time of 
“Cathmor, which could not well be applied to wooden build- 
ings. In Caledonia they begun very-early to build with ftone. 
~ None of the houfes of Fingal, excepting Ti-foirmal, were of 
wood. Ti-foirmal was the great hall where the bards met to. 
repeat their compofitions annually, kefore they fubmitted them. 
4o,the judgment of the king in Selma. By fome accident or 


other, this wooden houfe happened to be burnt, and an ancir. 


ent bard, ia the character of Offian, has left us a curious ca- 
talogue of the furniture which it contained: The poem is 
not juft now. in my hands, otherwife 1 would Jay here a tran-. 
flation of it before the reader. It has little poetical merit, and 
evidently bears the marks of a later period. e - 
; * Alnecma, or Alnecmacht, was the ancient name.of Con- 
naught. Ullin is ftill the Irifh name of the province of Ulfter. 
“fo avoid the multiplying-of notes, I fhall. here give the figni- 
fication of the names in this epifode. Drumardo, digh ridge. 
Cathmin, ca/m in battle. Con-lamha, Joft baud. "Tusloch, mga: 
of the quiver, Cormul, blue eye. 


tl ht, tlt ttt et tt i 
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love of Crothar rofe. He brought the white-. 
bofomed maid to Atha. Bards raifed the fong in. 
her prefence.. Joy dwelt round the daughter of 
Cathmin. 

« The pride of Turloch rofe, a youth who 

loved. the white-handed Con-lama.. He came,. 
with battle, to Alnecma; to Atha of the roes. 
Cormul went forth.to the ftrife, the brother of 
car-borne Crothar. He went forth, but he fell. 
The figh of his people rofe. Silent and tall, acrofs. 
the ftream, came the darkening ftrength of Cro- 
thar: he rolled the foe from Alnecma. He re- 
turned, midit.the joy cf:Con-lama.- 
_ « Battle on-battle comes. Blood is poured on: 
blood.. The tombs of the valiant rife. Erin’s 
clouds are hung round. with: ghofts.. ‘The chiefs. 
of the fouth gathered round. the echoing fhield 
of Crothar. He came, with death, to the paths: 
of the foe. The.virgins wept; bythe ftreams of 
Ullin. They looked to the mift of the hill: No: 
hunter defcended from its»folds. Silence dark- 
ened inthe land. Blafts fighed lonely on grafly. 
tombs. 

‘© Deicending like’ the eagle of heaven, with 
all his ruithng wings, when he forfakes the blaft, . 
with joy, the fon of Trenmor came; Conar, arm. 
of death, from Morven of the groves. He pour- 
ed his might along green Erin. Death dimly 
ftrode behind hisfword: ‘The fons of Bolga fled, 
from his courfe, as from a ftream, that buriting 
from the ftormy defart, rolls the fields together, 
with all their echoing woods.. Crothar* met him 


Hi. 


* The delicacy here with regard to Crothar,. is proper. 
As he was the anceftor of Cathmor, to whom the epifode is. 
addreffed, the bard foftens his defeat, by only mentioning that 

Bis people fed. Cathmor took.the fong of Fonar in an une 
favourable 
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in battle: but Alnecma’s warriors fied. The 
. king of Atha flowly retired, in the grief of his 
foul. He afterwards, fhone in the fouth ; but 
dim as the fun of Autumn; when he vifits, in 
his robes of mift, Lara of dark ftreams. The 
withered grafs is covered with dew : the field, 
tho’ bright, is fad!” 

6¢ Why wakes the bard before me,” faid Cath- 
mor, ‘¢ the memory of thofe who fled ? Has fome 
ghoft, from his dufky cloud, bent forward to 
thine ear; to frighten Cathmor from the field, 
with the tales of old ? Dwellers of the fkirts of 
night, your voice is but a blaft to me; which 
takes the grey thiftle’s head, and ftrews its beard 
on ftreams. Within my bofom is a voice. Others 
hear it not. His foul forbids the king of Erin to . 
fhrink back from war.” 

Abafhed the bard finks back-in night: retired 
he bends above a ftream. His thoughts are on 
the days of Atha, when Cathmor heard his fong 

with joy. His tears come rolling down. The 
winds are in his beard. Erin fleepsaround. No 
fleep comes down on Cathmor’seyes. Dark, in 
his foul, he faw the fpirit of low-laid Cairbar. 
He faw him, without his fong, rolled in a blaft 
of night. He rofe. His fteps were round the 
hoft. He ftruck, at times, his echoing fhield. 
The found reached Offian’s ear, on Mora’s 
mofly brow. .- 3 
«¢ Fillan,” — 
favourable light. The bards, being of the order of the Dru- 
ids, who pretended to a perenne events, were fup- 
pofed to have fome fupernatural prefcience of futurity. The 
king thought, that the choice of Fonar’s fong proceeded, from 
his forefeeing the unfortunate iffue of the war ; and that his 
own fate was fhadowed out, in that of his ancefter Crothar. 
The attitude of the bard, after the reprimand of his patron, 
is pifturefque and affeGting. We admire the fpeech of Cath« 
mor, but lament the effect it has on the feeling foul of the 
good old poet. - ; 
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“ Fillan,” I faid, ‘*the foes advance. I hear 
the fhield of war. Stand thou in the narrow path. 
Offian fhall mark their courfe. If over my fall 
the hoft fhould pour; then be thy buckler heard. 
Awake the king on his heath, left his fame fhould 
fly away.” I ftrode in all my rattling arms 3 
wide-bounding over a ftream that darkly winded, 
in the field, before the king of Atha. Green 
Atha’s king, with lifted fpear, came forward on 
my courfe. Now would we have mixed in horrid 
fray, like two contending ghofts, that bending 
forward, from two clouds, fend forth the roaring 
winds; did not Offian behold, on high, the hel- 
met of Erin’s kings. ‘The Eagle’s wing fpread 
above it, ruftling in the breeze. A red ftar 
looked thro’ the plumes. I ftopt the lifted fpear. 

_ © The helmet of kings is before me! Who 
art thou, fon of night? Shall Offian’s fpear be 
renowned, when thou art lowly-laid ? At once 
he dropt the gleaming lance. Growing before 
me feemed the form. He ftretched his hand in 
night. He fpoke the words of kings. 

« Friend of the fpirits of heroes, do I meet 
thee thus in fhades? I have wifhed for thy ftately 
fteps in Atha, in the days of joy. Why fhould 
my fpear now arife ? The fun muft behold us, 
Offian, when we bend, gleaming, in the ftrife. 
Future warriors fhall mark the place : and, fhud- 
dering, think of other years. They fhall mark 
it, like the haunt of the pater pleafant and 
dreadful to the foul.” 

«© Shall it then be forgot,” I faid, “* where 
we meet in peace ? Is the remembrance of battles 
always pleafant te the foul ? Do not we behold, 
with joy, the place where our fathers feafted : ; 
_ But our eyes are full of tears, on the fields of 
their war. This ftone fhall rife, with all its mofs, 

and 
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and fpeak to other years.. ‘* Here Cathmor and 
Offian met: the warriors met in: peace !” When. 
thou, O.ftone, fhalt fail, . When Lubar’s ftream 
fhall roll away | thea fhall. the travellet come, 
and bend here, perhaps, in reft. When the 
darkened moon is rolled over his head, our fha- 
dowy forms may come, and, mixing with his: 
diz: cams, remind him of this-place. But why turneft: 
thou fo dark awa ay, fon of Borbar-duthnl * 2”. 

«« Not forgot,, ion of Fingal, dhalf we afcend 
thefe winds.. Our deeds. are ftreams >of light, 
before the eyes of bards. But darknefs is rolled 
on. Atha: the king is. low; without his fong.:. 
ftill. there was a beam towards Cathmor from his: 
ftormy foul; like the moon, in a cloud, amidtt 
the dobicwact courfe cf thunder.” 

« Son of Erin,” | replied, ‘* my wrath dwells: 
not.in his earth +.. My hatred flies, on eagie-. 
wing, from,the foe that is low. He fhall hear 
the fong of bards. Cairbar fhall rejoice on his: 
winds.” 

Cathmor’s fwelling. foul arofe. He took the: 
dagger from his fide ; and placed it gleaming in: 
my hand. He placed it, in my hand, with fighs, 
a filent, ftrode away.. Mine eyes. followed. 
his departure... He dimly gleamed, like the form: 
of a ghoft, which meets a traveller, by night, on. 

the: 


- 


* Barhareduthul, the furly warrior - of the dark-brown eyete. 
‘That his name fuited well: with his chara¢ter, we may eafily 
conceive, from the ftory delivered.concerning him, by Mal-. 
thos, toward the end of the fixth book. He was the brother of 
that Colculla, whois mentioned in the epifode which begins 

- the fourth book. 

+ This reply abounds with the fentiments of a noble mind... 
Tho’, of all men living, he was the moft injured by Cairbar, 
yet he Jays afide his rage as the fve-was low. How different: 
is this from the behaviour of the heroes. of other. ancient 
poems ? Cyxthius aurea vellit.. 
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the dark-fkirted heath. His words are dark like 
fongs of old: with morning ftrides the unfinithed 
fhade away ~ 
. -* Who. comes from Lubar’s vale? From. the 
fkirts of the morning mift ? The drops of heaven 
are on his head.. His fteps are in the paths of 
the fad. It is Carril of other'times. He comes 
from Tura’s filent cave. I behold it dark in the 
rock, thro’ the thin folds of mift. There, per- 
haps, Cuthullin fits, on the blaft which bends its. 
trees. Pleafant is the fong of the morning from 
the bard of Erin ! | 

« The waves crowd away,” faid. Carril. 
- & They crowd away for fear. They hear the: 
found of thy coming forth, O fun! Terrible is 
thy beauty, fon of heaver, when death is de- 
{cending on thy locks: when thou rolleft thy va- 
pours before thee, over the blafted hoft. But 
pleafant is thy beam to the hunter, fitting by the 
rock in a ftorm, when thou fheweft thyfelf from 
_ the parted cloud, and brighteneft his dewy locks: 
he looks down on the ftreamy vale, and beholds 
the defcent of roes ! How long fhalt thou rife on 
war, and roll, a bloody fhield, thro” heaven ? 
I fee the deaths. of heroes, dark-wandering over 
thy face !”” 

«¢ Why wander the words of Carril?” I faid. 
« Does the fun of heaven mourn ? He is un- 
ftained in his courfe, ever rejoicing in his fire. 
Roll on, thou carelefs light. ‘Thou too, per- 

m: haps, 

* 'The morning of the fecond day, from the opening of the 
poemcomeson. After the death of Cuthuilin, Carril, the fon 
of Kinfena, his bard, retired to the cave of Tura, which was 
in the neighbourhood of Moi-lena, the fcene of the poem. of 
Temora. His cafual appearance here enables Offian to fulfil 
immediately the promife he had made to Cathmor, of caufing 


the fuaeral fong to be pronounced over the tomb of: Cairbar. 
his book takes up only the fpace of a few hours, 
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haps, muft fall. Thy darkening hour may feize 
thee, ftruggling, as thou rolleft through thy fky. 
But pleafant is the voice of the bard: pleafant ta 
Offian’s foul! It is like the fhower of the morn- 
ing, when it comes through the rufiling vale,*on 
which the fun looks thro’ mift, juft rifing from 
his rocks. But this is no time, O bard! to fit 
.down, at the ftrife of fong. Fingal is in arms 
on the vale. Thou feeft the flaming fhield of | 
the king. His face darkens between his locks. 
He beholds the wide rolling of Erin. Does not 
Carril behold that tomb, befide the roaring 
ftream ? Three ftones lift their grey heads, be- 
neath'a bending oak. A king is lowly laid’! 
Give thou his foul to the wind. He isthe bro+ 
ther of Cathmor ! Open his airy hall! Let thy 
fong be a-ftream of joy to Cairbar’s darkened 
~ ghoft |” 


IN EIGHT BOOKS. 


BOOK UL, 


ARGUMEN’T to Boox IIY. 


Morning coming on, Fingal, after a fpeech'to his people, de 
‘volves the command on Gaul, the fon of Morni; it being 
the cuftom of the times, that the king fhould not engage, . 
tll the neceflity of affairs required his fuperior valour and 
conduct. The king and Offian retire to the rock of Cor=- 
mul, which overlooked thefield of battle. ‘The bards fing. 
the war-fong. The general confli@ is defcribed. Gaul,_ 
the fon of _Morni, diftinguifhes himfelf; kills Turlathon,:. 
chief of Moruth,. and other chiefs of lefler name. On the 
other hand, Foldath, who commanded the Irifh army (for 
Cathmor, after the example of. Fingal, kept himfelf from. 
battle) fights gallantly; kills: Connal,.chief of Dun-lorz, - 
and advances to engage Gaul himfelf. Gaul, in the mean 
time, being wounded in the hand, by a randem arrow, is- 
covered by Fillan, the fon of Fingal, who performs prodi- 
gies of valour. Night ¢ comes on.. The horn of Fingal re= 
" callshisarmy. ‘The bards meet them, with a congratula-- 
tory fong, in which the praifes of Gaul and Fillan are par- 
ticularly celebrated. ‘The chiefs fit down at a feaft; Fin- 
gal miffes Connal. The epifode of Connal and Duth-caron 
‘is introduced; which throws further light on the ancient: 
hiftery.of Ireland. Carril is difpatched to raife the tomb of* 
Connal. The action of this book takes up the fecond day, 

from the opening of the poem. 
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W HO is that, at blue ftreaming Lubar ? 
~ ‘Who, by the bending hill of roes? Tall, he 
leans on an oak torn from high, by nightly 
winds. “Who but Comhal’s fon, brightening in 
the laft of his. fields? His grey hair is on the 
breeze. He half unfheaths the fword of Luno. 
_ His eyes are turned to Moi-lena, to the dark 
moving of foes.. Doft thou hear the voice of the 
king? It is like the burfting of a flream, in the 
defart, when it comes, between its echoing 
rocks, to the blafted field of the fun ! 

« Wide-fkirted comes down the foe ! Sons of 
woody Selma, arife! Be ye like the rocks of our 
land, on whofe brown fides are the rolling of 
ftreams. A beam of joy comes onmy foul. I 
fee the foe mighty before me. It is when HE is 
feeble, that the fighs of Fingat are heard: left 
death fhould come without renown, and dark- 
nefs dwell on his tomb. Who fhall lead the war, 
againit the hoft of Alnecma? It is, only when. 

danger 
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danger grows, that my fword fhalk fhine. Such 
was the cuftom, heretofore,.of Trenmor the 
ruler of winds ! and’thus defcended to battle the 
blue-fhielded Trathal ! 4 

The chiefs bend towards the king. Each’ 
darkly feems to claim the war. They tell, by 
halves, their mighty deeds. ‘They: turn their 
eyeson Erin. But far before the reft the fon of 
Morni ftamds. Silent he ftands for who had 
not heard of: the: battles of Gauk? ‘They rofe 
within his foul. His hand, in fecret, feized the. 
fword. ‘lhe {word which he brought from Strue- 
mon, when the ftrength of Morni failed *. 


* Strumon, /fream of the bill, the name of the feat of the 
family of Gaul, in the neighbourhood of Selma. During 
Gaul’s expedition to Tromathon, mentioned‘in the poem of 
Oithona, Morni his father died. Morni ordered the /wword of 
Strumon, (which had been preferved, in the family, as a-re- 
lique, from the days of Colgach, the moft renowned of his 
anceftors) to be laid by his fide, in thetomb: at the fame 
. time, leaving it in charge to his fon, mot to take it from 
thence, till he was:reduced to the laft extremity. Not long 
after, two of his brothers being flain, in battle, by Coldaron- 
nan, chief of Clutha, Gaul went to. his father’s tomb to take. 
the fword. His addrefs to the fpirit of the deceafed hero, is 
the fubjec&t of the following fhort poem. 


Gavi.—* Breaker of echoing fhields; whofe head is deep, 
in fhades; hear me from the darknefs of Clora, O fon of Col- 
gach, hear!’ 

“ Noruftling, like the eagle’s wing, comes over.the courfe 
of my ftreamss. Deep bofomed in the midft of the defart, O ~ 
king of Strumon, hear ! . 

“ Dwelleft thouin the fhadowy breeze, that’ pours its dark 
wave over the grafs ?! Ceafe-to ftrew the beard of the thiitles- 
O chief of Clora, hear! 

“ Or rideft thou on a beam, amidft the dark trouble of 
clouds? Poureft thou the loud wind on feas, to roll their blue 
waves over ifles? hear me, father. of Gaul, amidft thy terrors; 


hear ! 
The 


~ 
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On his fpear leans Fillan of Selma*, in the 
wandering of his locks. Thrice he raifes his eyes 
to Fingal: his voice thrice.fails him, as he fpeaks. 
My brother could. not -boaft of battles : at-once 
he ftrides away. Bent over a diftant ftream he 
ftands : the tear hangs in his eye. ‘He ftrikes, 
at times, the thiftle’s head, with his inverted 
fpear. Nor is he unfeen of Fingal. Sidelong 
he beholds his fon. He beholds him, with 
burfting joy ; and turns, amid his crowded foul. 
In filence turns the king toward Mora of woods. 
He hides the big tear with his locks. At length 
his voice is heard. 

«© Firft of the fons of Morni ! Thou rock that 
defieft the ftorm! Lead thou my battle, for the 
race of low-laid Cormac. No boy’s ftaff is thy 
{pear : no harmlefs beam of light thy fword. Son 
of Morni of fieeds, beheld the foe ! Deftroy ! 
Fillan, obferve the chief! He :is not calm in 
ftrife : nor burns he, heedlefs, in battle. My 
fon, obferve the chief! He is ftrong as Lubar’s 

ftream, 


“The ruftling of eagles is heard, the: murmuring oaks fhake 
their heads on the hills: dreadful and pleafant is thy approach, 
friend of the dwelling of heroes. 

Mornt, “ Who awakes .ine, in the midft of my cloud, where 
my locks of mift fpread-on the winds ? Mixed with the noife 
of {treams, why rifes the-voice of Gaul? 

Gav. “ My foes are around me, Morni: their dark 
fhips defcend from their waves. Give the fword of Strumon, 
that beam which thou hideft in thy night. 

Morni. “ Take the fword of refounding Strumon ; } look 
on thy war, my fen; I look, a dim meteor, from my cloud : 
blue-thielded Gaul, deftroy.”’ F 

- * Clatho wasthe daughter of Cathulla, king of Iniftore. 
Fingal, in one of :his expeditions to that ifland, fell in love 
with Clatho,and took her to wife, after the death of Ros-cra- 
na, the daughter of Cormac, king of Ireland. : 
_ Clatho was the mother of Ryno, Fillan, and Bofmina, men- 
tioned in the dattle of Lora. © Fillan is often called the fon of 
Clatho, to diftinguifh him from thofe fons which Fingal had 
by Rofs-crana. 
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ftream, but never foams and roars. High on 
cloudy Mora, Fingal fhall-behold the war. Stand 
Offian *, near thy father, by the falling ftream. 
Raife the voice, Obards ! Selma, move beneath 
the found. It is my latter field. Clothe it over 
with light.” . 

As the fudden rifing of winds; or diftant roll- - 
ing of troubled feas, when fome dark ghoft, in 
wrath heaves the billows over an ifle : an ifle, the 
feat of mift, onthe deep, for many dark-brown 
years ! So terrible isthe'found of the hoft, wide- 
moving over the field. ‘Gaul is tall before: them. 
The ftreams glitter within his ftrides. The bards 
raife the'fong by his fide. He ftrikes his ‘fhield 
between. On the ikirts-of the blaft, the tuneful 
voicesrife. 

« Qn Crona,” faid» ‘the ‘bards, '** there burfts 
a ftream by nh: At ‘fwells in’ its own ‘dark 
courfe, till morning’s early beam. Then «comes 
it white from the hill, with the rocks and their. 
hundred groves. Far-be my ‘fteps from Crona. 
Death is tumbling there. Be yea ftream from 
Mora, fons of cloudy Morven!” 

« Who rifes, from his ‘car, on’Clutha ? The 
hills are troubled before the king! The dark 
woods echo round, and lighten at his fteel. Sec 
aM amidft the foe, like | ‘Colgach’s + fportful 
ghoft : 


_ * Ullin being fent to Metven Wid the body of: Ofear, Of- 
fan attends his father, in quality of chief bard. 

. 'f ‘There are fome traditions, but, I' believe; of late inven- 
tion, that this Colgach was the fame with the Galgacusof 
"Facitus. “He was the ancéftor of Gaul, the fon of Morni, and 
appears, from fome, really ancient, traditions, °to’ have “been 
king, or Vergobret, éf the Calédoninns:; ; and hence*proceeded - 
the pretenfions of the family of Morni to the throne, whith 
created a good dealof difturbance, both to‘Comhal and his fon 
Fingal. ‘The firft was killed in battle by that tribe; and it 
was after Fingal -was grown up, that - were réducéd to” 

obedience. 


— 
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ghoft : when he fcatters the clouds, and rides 
the eddying winds | It is Morni * of bounding 
fteeds! Be like thy father, O Gaul!” — 
_ Selma is opened wide. Bards take the 
trembling harps. ‘Ten youths bear the oak of 
the feaft. A diftant fun-beam marks the hill. 
The dufky waves of the blaft fly over the fields of 
grafs. Why art thou filent, O Selma? The 
king returns with all his fame. Did not the bat- 
tle roar; yet peaceful is his brow? It roared, and 
Fingal overcame. Be like thy father, O Fillan!” — 
They move beneath the fong. High wave 
their arms, as rufhy fields, beneath autumnal 
‘winds. On Mora ftands the king in arms. Mift 
flies round his buckler abroad ; as, aloft, it hung 
on a bough, on Cormul’s mofly rock. In filence 
I ftood by Fingal, and turned my eyes on Crom- 
la’s + wood: left I fhould behold the hoft, and 
tufh amid my {welling foul.. My foot is forward 
-On the heath. I glittered, tall, in fteel: like the 
falling ftream of Tromo, which nightly winds bind 
-over with ice. The boy fees it on high, gleam- 
ing to the early beam : toward it he turns his ear, 
and wonders why it is fo filent ! 


Nor 


Obedience. Colgach fignifies fercely-looking ; which is a very 
proper name for-a warrior, and is probably the otigin of Gal- 
gacus ; though I believe it a matter of mere conjecture, -that 
the, Colgach here’ mentioned was the fame with that hero. I 
cannot help obferving, that the fong of the bards is conducted 
with propriety. Gaul, whofe experience might have rendered 
his conduct cautious in war, has the example of his father, 


_ juft rushing to battle, fet before his eyes. Fillan, on the other 


hand, whofe youth might make him impetuous and unguard- 
ed in action, is put in mind of the fedate and ferene behavi- 
our of Fingal upon like occafions. 

_* The expedition of Morni to Clutha, alluded to here, is 
handed down in tradition. : 

‘+ The mountain Cromla was in the neighbourhood of the 


Acene of this poem; which was nearly the fame with that of 
Fingal, ; . 
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Nor bent over a ftream is Cathmor, like a youth 
in a peaceful field. Wide he drew forward the 
war, a dark and troubled wave. But when he 
beheld Fingal on Mora; his generous pride arofe, 
«© Shall the chief of Atha fight, and no king in 
the field ? Foldath lead my people forth. Thou 
art a beam of fire.” 

_ Forth iffues Foldath of Moma, like a ictal 
the robe of ghofts. He drew his fword, a flame, 
from his fide. He bade the battle move. The 
tribes, like ridgy waves, dark pour their ftr 
around. Haughty is his ftride before them. His 
red eyerolls in wrath. He calls Cormul chief of 
Dunratho *; and his words were heard. 

és Cormul, thou beholdeft that path. It winds — 
green behind the foe. Place thy people there; 
left Selma fhould efcape from my fword. Bards 
of green-valleyed Erin, let noj voice of yours arife. 
‘The fons of Morven muft fall witheut fong. 
They are. the foes of Cairbar. Hereafter fhall 
the traveller meet their dark, thick mift on Lena, 
where it wanders, with their ghofts, befide the 
reedy lake. Never fhall they rife, without fong, 
to the dwelling of winds.” 3 

Cormul darkened, as he went. Behind him 
rufhed his tribe. They funk beyond the rock. 
Gaul {poke to Fillan of Selma ; 2s his eye purfued 
the courfe of the dirk-eyed. chief of Dunratho. 
«Thou beholdeft the fteps of Cormul ! Let thine | 

arm 


* Dun-ratho, a bill, with a plain on iis top. Corm-uil, blue 
eye. Foldath difpatches here, Cormul to Jie in ambuth behind 
the army of the Caledonians. This fpeech fuits with the cha- 
raéter of Foldath, which is, throughout, haughty and prefump- 
tuous. ‘Tow. ards the latter end of this fpeech, we find the o- 
pinion of the times, concerning the unhappineds of the fouls of 
thofe who were buried without the funeral fong. This doc- ~ 
trinc was inculcated by the bards, to make their order se- 
ASpectable and neceffary. 
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army be ftrong! When. he is low, fon of Fingal, 
remember Gaul inwar. Here I fall forward into 
battle, amid the ridge of fhields.” 

The fign of death afcends : the dreadful found 
of Morni’s fhield. Gaul pours his voice between. 
’ Fingal rifes on Mora.. He faw them, from wing 
to wing, bending at once in ftrife. Gleaming, on 
~ his own dark hill, ftood Cathmor of ftreamy Atha. 
The kings were like two {pirits of heaven, ftand- 
ing each on his gloomy cloud ; when they pour 
abroad the winds, and lift the roaring feas. ‘The 
blue-tumbling of waves is before them, marked 
with the pathsof whales. ‘They themfelves- are 
calm and bright. The gale lifts flowly their locks 
of mitt ! 

. What beam of light hangs high in air! What 
beam, but Morni’s dreadful fword!, Death is 
ftrewed on thy paths, O Gaul! Thou foldeft 
them together in thy rage. Like a young oak ~ 
falls Tur-lathon *, with his branches round him. 
His high-bofomed fpoufe firetches her white arms ° 
in dreams, to the returning chief, as fhe fleeps by 
gurgling Moruth, inher difordered locks. It is 
his ghoft, Oichoma. ‘The chief is lowly laid. 

Hearken not to the winds for Turlathon’s echo- 
ing fhield. It is pierced, by his ftreams. Its . 
found is paft away. 

Not peaceful is the hand of Foldath. He 
winds his courfe in blood. Connal met him in 
fight. ‘They mixed their clanging fteel. Why 
_ fhould mine eyes behold them ! Connal, thy 
locks are grey !’ Thou wert the friend of ftran- 
gers, at the mofs-covered rock of Dun-lora. 
When the fkies were rolled together : then thy 

Vor. IJ. D feaft 


* Tur-lathon, broad-trunk of atree. Moruth, great fiream. 
Oichaoma, mild maid. Dun-lora, the bill of the noify fircams 
Duth-caron, dark-brown man. 
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feaft was fpread. ‘The ftranger heard the winds 
without ; and rejoiced at thy burning oak. Why 
fon of Duth-caron, art thou laidin blood! ‘The 
blaited tree bends above thee. Thy fhield lies 
broken near. "Uhy blood mixes with the ftream; 
thou breaker ef the fhields ! 

Offian took the fpear, in his wrath. But Gaul 
rufhed forward en Foldath. (The feeble pafs by | 
his fide : his rage is turned on Moma’s chief. 
Now they had raifed their deathful fpears: un- 
feen an arrow came. It pierced the hand of Gaul. 
His fteel fell founding to earth. Young Fillan 
came *, with Cormul’s fhield! He ftretched it 
large before the chief. Foldath fent his fhouts 
‘abroad, and kindled ail the field ; as a blaft that 
lifts the wide-winged flame over Lumon’s echo 
ing groves Tt. 

«< Son of blue-eyed Clatho,” faid Gaul, « O- 
Fillan ! thou art a beam from heaven ; that, coms 
ing on the troubled deep, binds up the tempett’s 
wing. Cormul is fallen before thee. Early art 
thou in the fame of thy fathers. Rufh not toe 
far, my hero. I cannot lift the fpear to aid. I 
ftand harmlefs in battle: but my voice fhall be 
poured abroad. The fons of. Selma fhall hear, — 
and remember my former deeds.” 

His terrible voice rofe on the wind. The hot 
bends forward in fight. Often had they heard 
him, at Strumon, when he called them to the 
chace of the hinds. He ftands tall, amid the war 
as an oak in the fkirts of a ftorm, which now is 


: cloathed 


* Fillan had been difpatched hy Gaulto oppofe Cormul, who 
had been fent by Foldath to lie in ambufh behind the Caledo- 
dian army. It appears that Fillan -had killed Cormul, other- 
wife, he could not be fuppofed to have poffeffed himfelf of the 
fhield of that chief. 

+ Lumon, bending bill; a mountain in Inis-huna, or that 
part of South-Britain which is over-againft the Irish coaft. 
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cloathed on high, in mift: then fhews its broad, 
waving head. The mufing hunter lifts his eye, 
from his own rufhy field ! ‘ 

My foul purfues thee, O Fillan! through the 
path of thy fame. ‘Thou rolledit the foe before 
thee. Now Foldath, perhaps, may fly: but 


> night comes down with its clouds. Cathmor’s 


horn is heard on high. The fons of Selma hear 
the voice of Fingal, from Mora’s gathered mift. © 
The bards pour their fong, like dew, on the re- 
turning war. 

«| Who comes from Strumon,” they faid, 
¢¢ amid her wandering locks ? She is mournful 
in her fteps, and lifts her blue eyes toward Erin. 
Why art thou fad, Evir-choma*? Who is like 
thy chief in renown ? He defcended dreadful to 
battle ; he returns, like a light from a cloud: 
He raifed the fword in wrath : they fhrunk before 
dlue-fhielded Gaul ! 

“< Joy, like the ruftling gale, comes on the 
foul of the king. He remembers the battles of 
old; the days, wherein his fathers fought. The 
days of old return on Fingal’s mind, as he be- 
holds the renown of his fon. As the fun rejoices, 
from his cloud, over the tree his beams have raif- 
ed, as it fhakes its lonely head on the heath; fo 
joyful is the king over Fillan! 

<‘ As the rolling of thunder on hills, when La- 
ra’s fields are ftill and dark. Such are the fteps 
of Selma pleafant and dreadful to the ear. They 
return with their found, like eagles to their dark~ 
browed rock, after the prey is torn on the field, 
the dun fons of the bounding hind. Your fathers 
rejcice froin their cleuds, fons of ftreamy Selma |” 

Such was the nightly voice of bards, on Mora 

BD i2 | of 


* Evir-choama, mild and flately maid, the wife of Gaul. She 


was thé daughter of Cafdu-conglafs, chief of I-dronlo, one of 
the Hebrides, 
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of the hinds. A flamé rofe, from .an hundred 
oaks, which winds had torn from Cormul’s fteep. 
The feaft is fpread in the midft: around fat the 
gleaming chiefs. Fingal is there in his ftrength. 
' The eagle-wing * of his helmet founds. ‘The 
ruftling blafts. of the weft, unequal rufh through 
night. Long looks the king in filence round: 
at length, his words are heard. ~ 

_« My foul feels a want in our joy. I behold 
a.breach among my friends. ‘The head of one 
tree islow. ‘The fqually wind pours in on Sel- 
ma. ‘Where is the chief .of Dun-lora? Ought 
Connal to. be forgot. at the feaft? When did he 
forget the ftranger, ‘in the midft of his echoing 
hall? Ye are filent in my prefence | Connal is 
then no more. Joy meet thee, O warrior ! like a 
fiream of light. Swift be thy courfe to thy fa- 
thers, along the roaring winds ! Offian, thy foul — 
is fire: kindle the memory of the king. Awake _ 
the battles of ‘Connal, when firft he fhone in 
war. The locks of Connal were grey. His days 
of youth + were mixed with mine. In ene day 
| Duthcaron firft ftrung our bows, againft the roes 
of Dun-lora. 

cel Many,” 


*- The kings of Caledonia and Ireland “had a plume. of 
eagle’s feathers, by way of ornament, in their helmets. It 
-was from this hyenas ee mark that Offian knew Cathmor, 
in the fecend book. 

+ After the death of Comhal, and: during the ufurpation 
of the tribe of Morni, Fingal was educated in private by 
Duthcaron. It was then-he contracted that intimacy with 
Connal, the-fon of Dnthcaren, which occafions his regretting 
fo much -his fall. When Fingal was grown up, he foon re- 
duced the tribe of Morni; and, as it appears from the fubfe- 
quent epifode, fent Duthcaron and his fon Connal to the aid 
’ of Cormac, the fon of Conar, king of Ireland, who was driv- 
en to the laft extremity, by the infurrections of the Firbolg. 
‘This epifode throws farther light on the contefts between the 
Cael and Firbolg. ; 


Boox Til. An EPIC POE™M. $3 


“Many,” I faid, ‘* are our patlis to battle, 
in green-valleyed Erin. Often did our fails arife, 
over the blue tumbling waves; when we came, 
in other days, to aid the race of Conar. The 
ftrife roared once in Aliiecma, at the foam-cover- 
ed ftreams of Duth-Gla*. With Cormac de- 
fcended to battle Duthcaron from cloudy Selma. 
Nor defcendéd Duthcaron alone, his ‘fon was by 
his fide, the long-haired youth of Connal lifting 
the firit of his fpears.. Thow didft command 
them, O Fingal ! to aid the king of Erin. 

«© Like the burfting firength of ocean, the 
fons of Bolga rufhed to’war. Coic-ulla + was 
before them, the chief of blue-ftreaming Atha. 
The battle was mixed on the plain. Cormac t 
fhone in his own firife, bright as the forms of 
his fathers. But, far before the reft. Duthca- 
ron hewed down the foe. Nor flept the arm of 
Connal by his father’s fide. Colc-ulla prevailed 

. D 3. on 


* Duth-ila, ariver in Connaught; it fignifies, derk-rufbing 
water. 

t+ Colc-ulla, frm look in readincfs 3 he was the brother of 
Borbar-duthul, the father of Cairbar and Cathmor, who after 
the death of Cormac, the fon of Artho, fucceilively mounted 
the Irifh throne. 

+ Cormac, the fon of Conar, the fecond king of Ireland, 
of the race of the Caledonians. ‘This infurre@tion of the Fir- 
bolg happened towards the latter end of the long reign of 
Cormac, He never poffeffed the Irifh throne peaceably. 
‘The party of the family of Atha had made feveral attempts to 
overturn the fucceflion in the race of Conar, before they ef- 
fected it, in the minority of Cormac, the fon of Artho. Ire- 
land, from the moft ancient accounts concerning it, feems to 
have been always fo difturbed by domeftic commotions, that 
it is difficult to fay, whether it ever was, for any length of 
time, fubje& to‘one monarch, It is certain, that every pro- 
vince, if not every {mall ditiri@t, had its own king. One of 
thefe petty princes affumed, at times, the title of king of Ire- 
land, and, on account of his Superior force, or in cafes of pub- 
lic danger, was acknowledged by the reft as fuch; but the 

fucceffion, 
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on the plain: like fcattered mift, fled the peo- 
ple of Cormac *. AEN, 

«© Then rofe the fword of Duthcaron, and 
the fteel of broad-fhielded Connal. They fhaded 
their flying friends, like two rocks with their 
heads of pine. Night came downon Duth-ula : 
filent {trode the chiefs over the field. A moun- 
_tain-ftream roared acrofs the path, nor- could 
Duthcaron bound over its courfe.” « Why ftands 
my father?” faid Connal. « I hear the rufhing 
foe.” : 

«Fly, Connal,” he faid. Thy father’s 
ftrength begins to fail. I come wounded from 
battle. Here let me reft in night.” *¢ But thou 
{halt not remain alone,” faid Connal’s burfting 
figh. My fhield is an eagle’s wing to cover the 
king of Dun-lora.”_ He bends dark above his 
father. The mighty Duthcaron dies. 

Day rofe, and night returned. No lonely bard 
appeared, deep muting on the heath : and could 
Connal leave the tomb of his father, till he fhould 
receive his fame? He bent the bow againft the © 
rofe of Duth-ula. He fpread the lonely feaft. 
Seven nights he laid his head on the tomb, and 
faw his father in his dreams. He faw himrolled — 
dark, in a blait, like the vapour of reedy Lego. 
At length the fteps of + Colgan came, the are | 

oO 


fucceffion, from father to fon, does not appear to have been — 
_eftablifhed. It was the divifions amongit themfelves, arifing 
_from the bad conftitution of their government, that, at laf, — 
fubjected the Irifh to a foreign yoke. 
* he inhabitants of Ullin or Ulfter, who were ofthe race ~ 
of the Caledonians, feem alone, to have been the firm friends 
to the fucceffion inthe family of Conar. The Firbelg were 
only fubje& to them by conftraint, and embraced every op 
portunity to throw off their yoke. 
+ Colgan, the fon of Cathmul, was the principal bard of 
Cormac, king of Ireland. The following dialogue, on the 
loves of Fingal and Rosecrana, may be aferibed to him : 5, 
ose 
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of high Temora.- Duthcaron received his fame, 
and brightened, as he rofe on the wind. 

«¢ Pleafant to the ear,” faid Fingal, § is the 
praife of the kings of men’; when their bows are 
ftrong in battle ; when they foften at the fight of 
thefad. ‘Thus let my name be renowned, when 
bards fhall lighten my rifing foul. Carril, fon 
of Kinfena ! take thie bards and raife a tomb. Vo- 
night let Connal.dwell within his narrow houle. 
Let not the foul of the valiant wander on the 
winds.- Faint ghmmers the moon en Moi-lena, 
through the broad-headed groves of the hill ! 
Raife ftones,- beneath its beam, to ali the fallen 
in war. ‘Though no chiefs were they, yet their 
hands were ftrong infight. ‘They were-my rock 
in danger. ‘The mountain from which I ipread 
my eagle-wings. ‘Thence amJrenowned. Car- 
ril forget not-the low !” 


D4 Loud, 


Ros-crawna. By night, came a dreamito Ros-crana ! I feel 
‘my beating foul. No vifion of the forms of the dead came to 
the blue eyes of Erin. But, rifing from the wave of the north, 
I beheld him bright in his locks. I beheld the fon of the king. 
My beating foul is high. I laid my head down in night 5 
again afcended the form. Why delayeft thou thy coming, 
young rider of ftormy waves! 

But, there, far-diftant, he comes; where feas roll their 
green ridges in mift! Young dweller of my foul ; why doit 
thou delay— 

Finca. It was the foft voice of Moi-lena! the pleafant 
breeze of the valley ofroes! But why doft thou hide-thee in 
fhades ? Young love of heroes rife. Are not thy fteps cover=- 
ed with light? In thy groves thou appeareft, Ros-crana, like 
the fun in the gathering of clouds. Why doft thou hide thee 
in fhades ? Young love of heroes rife, ; 

Ros-crana. My fluttering foul is high ! Let me turn from 
the fteps of the king. He has heard my fecret voice, and hall 

my blue eyes rollin his prefence? Roe of the hill of mofs, to- 
ward thy dwelling I move. Meet me, ye breezes of Mora! 
as I move through the valley of winds. But why fhould he 
afcend his ocean ? Son of heroes, my foul is thine! My fteps 
fhall not move to the defart ; the light of Ros-crana is here, 


FINGAL. 
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Loud, at once, from the hundred bards, rofe 
the fong of thetomb. Carril {trode before them, 
they are the murmur of ftreams behind his fteps. 
Silence dwells in the vales of Moi-lena, where 
each, with its own darkrill, is winding between 
the hills. I heard the voice of the bards, leffen- 
ing, as they moved along. I leaned forward 
from my fhield; and felt the kindling of my 
foul. Half-formed, the words of my fong burft 
forth upon the wind. So hears a tree, on the 
vale, the voice of fpring around. It pours its 
green leaves to the fun. It fhakes its lonely 
head. The hum of the mountain bee is near 
it; the hunter fees it, with joy, from the blafted 

heath. ; 

’ Young Fillan at a diftance ftood. His helmet 
lay glittering on the ground. His dark hair is 
loofe to the blaft. A beam of light is Clatho’s 
fon !. He heard the words of the king, with joy. 
He leaned forward on his fpear. . tai 

« My fon,” faid car-borne Fingal; I faw 
thy deeds,- and my foul was glad. The fame of 
our fathers, I faid, burfts from its gathering 
cloud. Thou art brave, fon of Clatho! ‘but 
headiong in the ftrife. So did not Fingal ad- 
vance, though he never feared a foe. Let thy 
people be a ridge behind. They are thy ftrength 
in the field. ‘Then fhalt thou be long renowned, 

and 


Fincar. It wasthe light tread ofa ghoft, the fair dweller 
of eddying winds. Why deceiveft thou me, with thy voice? 
Here let me reft in fhades. Shouldft thou ftretch thy white 
arm from thy grove, thou fun-beam of Cormac of Erin! 

Ros-crana. He is gone! and my blue eyes are dim}; 
faint-rolling, in all my tears. But, there, I behold him, 
alone; king of Selma, my foul is thine. Ah me! what clang- — 
ing of armour! Colc-ulla of Atha is near! 
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and behold the tombs of the old. ‘The memory 
of the paft returns, my deeds in other years : 
when firft I defcended from ocean on the green- 
valleyed ifle.” 

We bend ‘arirds the voice of the king. The 
moon looks abroad from ker cloud. The grey- 
fkirted mif{t is near: the dwelling of the 
ghofts | 
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BOOK IV, 


ARGUMENT to Boox IV. “E 


‘Fhe fecond night continues. Fingal relates, at the feaft, his 
own firft expedition into Ireland, and his marriage with 
Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of that ifland. 
The Irith chiefs convene in the prefence of Cathmor. The 
fituation of the king defcribed. The ftory of Sul-malla, the: 
daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, who, in the dif-. - 
guife of a young warrior, had followed Cathmor to the war. 
The fullen behaviour of Foldath, who had commanded 
in the battle of the preceding day, renews the difference 
between him and Malthos; but Cathmor, interpofing, ends 
it. The chiefs feaft, and hear the-fong of Fonar the bard. 
Cathmor returns to reft, at a diftance from the army. The 
ghoft of his brother Cairbar appears to him in a dream: 
and obfcurely foretels the iffue of the war. The foliloquy 
of the king. He difcovers Sul-malla. Morning comes. 
Her foliloquy clofes the book. 


BOOK Iv. 


Ct 

Ben EATH an oak,” faid the king, * ¥ 
fat on Selma’s ftreamy rock, when Connal rofe, 
from the fea, with the broken fpear of Duth- 
‘caron. Far diftant ftood the youth. He turned 
away his eyes. He remembered the fteps of his 
father, on his own green hills. I darkened in 
my place. Dufky thoughts flew over my foul. 
The kings of Erin rofe before me. I half-un- 
fheathed the fword. Slowly approached the 
chiefs. ‘They lifted up their filent eyes. Like 
a ridge of clouds, they wait for the burfting 
forth of my voice. My voice was, to them, a 


wind from heaven to roll the mift away. 
“¢ T bade 


* ‘This epifode has an immediate connection with the ftory 
of Connal and Duth-caron, in the latter end of the third | 
book. Fingal, fitting beneath an oak, near the palace of 
Selma, difcovers Connal juft landing from Ireland. . The dan- 
ger which threatened Cormac king of Ireland induces him to 
fail immediately to that ifland. The ftory is introduced, by 
the king, asa pattern for the future behaviour of Fillan, 
whole rafhnefs in the preceding battle is reprimanded, 
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«¢T bade my white fails. to. rife, before the 
roar of Cona’s wind. ‘Three hundred youths. 
looked, from their waves, on Fingal’s bofly 
fhield. High on the maft it hung, and marked 

the dark-blue fea. But when night came down,. 
I ftruck, at times the warning bofs: I ftruck, 
and. looked on high, for fiery-haired Ul-erin *. | 
Nor abfent was the ftar of heaven. Ik travelled. 
red between: the clouds. I purfued the lovely 
beam, on the faint-gleaming deep. "With morn-- 
ing, Erin rofe in mift. We came into the bay 
of Moi-lena, where its blue waters tumbled, in. 
the bofom of echoing woods. Here Cormae, in 
his fecret hall, avoids the ftrength of Colc-ulla. 
Nor he alone avoids the foe. ‘The blue eye of 
Ros-crana is there: Ros-crana+, white-handed-- 
maid, the daughter of the king |- 

« Grey, on his pointlefs fpear, came forth the 
aged fteps of Cormac. He {miled, from his 
waving locks; but grief was in his foul. He faw, 
us few before him, and his figh arofe. “TI fee 
the arms of Trenmor,” he faid ; * and thefe are 

the fteps of the king! Fingal! thou art a beam> 
of light to Cormac’s darkened foul. Early is thy 
fame, my fon: but ftrong are the foes- of Erin. 
‘They are like the roar of ftreams in the land, 
fon of car-borne Comhal!”. « Yet they may be — 
rolled 

* Ulerin, the guide to Ireland, a tar known by that name~ : 
in the days of Fingal, and very ufeful to thofe who failed, 
by night, from the Hebrides, or Caledonia, to the coaft of — 
apiece! the beam of the rifing fun; the was the mother a 
of Offian. The Irifh bards relate ftrange fictions concerning ~ 
this princefs. Their ftories, however concerning Fingal, if — 
they mean him by Fion Mac-Comual, are fo inconfiftent and 
notorioufly fabulous, that they do not deferve to be mention- | 
ed; for they evidently bear, along with them, the marks of- 
late invention, f t 


Bor IV. An EPIC POEM. 63 


rolled * away,” I faid in my rifing foul. «“ We 
are not of the race of the feeble, king of blue- 
fhielded hofts! Why fhould fear come amongft 
us, like a ghoft of night ? The foul of the vali- 
ant grows, when foes increafe in the field. Roll 
no darknefs, king of Erin, on the young in 
war !” 

« The burfting tears of the king came down. 
He feized my hand in filence. ‘ Race of the 
daring Trenmor!” at length he faid, “I roll 
no cloud before thee. Thou burneft in the fire 
_ of thy fathers. I behold thy fame. It marks 
thy courfe in battle, like a ftream of light. But 
wait the coming of Cairbar+, my fon muft join 
thy fword. He calls the fons of Erin, from all 
their diftant fitreams.” 

«¢ We came to the hall of the king, where it 
rofe in the midft of rocks, on whofe dark fides 
were the marks of ftreams of old. Broad oaks 
bend around with their mofs. The thick birch © 
is waving near. Half-hid, in her fhady grove, 
Ros-crana raifes the fong. Her white hands 
move on the harp. I beheld her blue-rolling 
eyes. 


= 


_ * Cormac had faid that the foes were /ike the roar of freams, 
and Fingal continues the metaphor. The fpeech of the young 
hero is fpirited, and confiftent with that fedate intrepidity, 
which eminently diftinguifhes his character throughout. 

+ Cairbar, the fon of Cormac, was afterwards king of 
Ireland. His reign was fhort. He was fucceeded by his 
fon Artho, the father of that Cormac who was murdered by 
Cairbar the fon of Borbar-duthul. Cairbar, the fon of Cor- 
mac, long after his fon Artho was grown to man’s eftate, had, 
by his wife Beltanno, another fon, whofe name was Ferad- 
artho. He was the only one remaining of the race of Conar 
the firft king of Ireland, when Fingal’s expedition againft 
Cairbar the fon of Borbar-duthul happened. - See more of 
Perad-artho in the eighth book. 
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eyes. She was like a fpirit * of heaven half 
folded in the ikirt of a cloud! . ‘ 
s¢. Three days we feaft at Moi-lena. She rifes: 
bright in my troubled. foul, Cormac beheld me 
dark. He gave the white-bofomed maid. She. 
comes with bending eye, amid the wandering of 
her heavy locks. Shecame! Straight the battle. 
roared. Colc-ulla appeared: I took my: fpear. 
My {word rofe, with my people, againft: the 
ridgy foe. Alnecma fled. Colc-ulla felts Fin- 
gal returned with fame.” 
s‘ Renowned is he, O Fillan! who fights, im. 
the ftrength of his hoit. '‘The-bard purfues his 
fteps,. 


* 'The attitude of Ros-crana is illuftrated by this fimile ; for. 
the ideas of thofe times, concerning the fpirits of the deceafed, 
were not fo gloomy and difagreeable, as thofe of fucceeding 
ages. The fpirits of women, it was fuppofed, retained that 
beauty, which they poffeffed while living, and tranfported 
themfelves, from place to place, with that gliding motion,. 
which Homer afcribes to the gods. , The defcriptions which 
poets, lefs ancient than Offian, have left us of thofe beautiful 
figures, that appeared fometimes on the hills, are elegant and 
picturefque. ‘They compare them to the rain-bow on ftreams 5. 
or, the gilding of, fun-heams on the hills. 

A chief who lived three centuries ago, returning from the 
‘war, underftood that his wife or miftrefs was dead. A bard 
introduces him {peaking the following foliloquy, when he came 
within fight of the place, where he had left her, at his de-. 
parture : 

“ My foul darkens in forrow. Ibehold not the fmoak of. — 
my hall. No grey dog bounds at my ftreams. Silence dwells 
in the valley of trees. 

“ Is that a rainbow on Crunath? It flies: and the fky is 
dark. Again, thou moveft, bright, on the heath, thou fun-, 
beam cloathed in a fhower! Hah! it is the, my love! hes 
gliding courfe on the bofom of winds !” 

In fucceeding times the beauty of Ros-créna paffed into a 
proverb ; and the higheft compliment, that could be paid to. © 
a woman, was to compare, her perfon with the daughter of, 
Cormas. " 

*S tu fein an Ros-crana. 
Siol Chormace na n’ioma lan. 
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fteps, thro’ the land of the foe. But he who 
fights alone ; few are his deeds to other times! 
He fhines, to-day, a mighty light.. ‘Yo-morrow, 
he is low. One fong contains his fame. His 
name is on one dark field. He is. forgot; but 
where his tomb fends forth the tufted grafs.” 

Such are the words of Fingal, on Mora of the 
roes. Three bards, from the rock of Cormul, 
pour down the pleafing fong. Sleep defcends, in 
the found, on the broad-fkirted hoft. Carril 
returned, with the bards, from the tomb of 
Dun-lora’s chief. The voice of morning {hall 
not come to the dufky bed of Duthcaron. No 
more fhalt thou hear the tread of roes around thy 
narrow houfe ! 

As roll the troubled clouds, round a meteor | 
of night, when they brighten their fides, with 
its light, along the heaving fea: fo gathers Erin, 
around the gleaming form of Cathmor. He, 
tall in the midft, carelefs lifts, at times, his 
{pear : as {wells or falls the found of Fonar’s dif- 
tant harp. * Near him leaned, againft a rock, 

Sul-mialla 


* In order to illuftrate this paffage, I fhall give, here, the 
hiftory on which it is founded, as I have gathered it from 
tradition. ‘The nation of the Firbolg who inhabited the fouth 
of Ireland, being originally defcended from the Belge, who 
poffeffed the fouth and fouth-weft coaft of Britain, kept up, 
for many ages, an amicable correfpondence with their mother- 
country ; and fent aid to the Britifh Belge, when they were 
prefied by the Romans or other new-comers from the conti- 
nent. Con-mor, king of Inis-huna, (that part of South-Bri- 
tain which is over-againft the Irifh coaft) being attacked, by 
what enemy is not mentioned, fent for aid to Cairbar, lord of 
Atha, the moft potent chief of the. Firbolz. Cairbar dif- 
patched. his brother Cathmor to the affiftance of Con-mer. 
_ Cathmor, after various viciflitudes of fortune, put an end to 
the war, by the total defeat of the enemies of Inis-huna, and 
returned in¢riumph to the refidence of Con-mor. There, at 
a feaft, Sul-malla, the daugkter of Con-mor, fell defperately 

in 


x 
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Sul-malla * of blue eyes, the white-bofomed — 
daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna. To J 
his aid came blue-fhielded Cathmor,. and rolled — 
his foes away. Sul-malla beheld him ftately in 
the hall of feafts.. Nor carelefs rolled the eyes of 7 
Cathmor on the long-haired maid ! 
‘The third day arofe, when-Fithil + came from.» 
Erin of the ftreams. He told-of the lifting up of _ 
the fhield +t in Selma: He told of the danger of — 
Cairbar. Cathmor: raifed the fail-at Cluba : but 
the winds were in other lands. Three days-he — 
remained on the coaft, and turned. his eyes on: . 
Conmor’s halls. He remembered the daughter — 
of ftrangers, and his figharofe. Now when the — 
winds awaked the wave : fram: the hill came a 


youth: 


in Iove with Cathmor, -who, before her paffion was difclofed, - 
was recalled to Ireland by his brother Cairbar, upon the news- 
of the intended expedition of Fingal, to re-eftablifh the family < 
of Conar on the Irifh throne. The wind being contrary, 

-€athmor remained, for three days, in a neighbouring bay, — 
during which time Sul-malla difguifed'herfelf in the habit of: 
@young warrior, and came to offer him her fervice in the war.. 
Cathmor accepted of the propofal, failed for Ireland, and ar- 
rived in Ulfter a few days before the death-of Cairbar. 

* Sul-malla, fowly-rolfing eyes. Caon-mér, mild and tall, 
Inis-huna, green ifand.. 

+ Fithil, an inferior bard. t-nray either be taken here for: 
the proper name of a man, or in the literal fenfe, as the bards. 
were the heralds and meffengers of thofe times. Cathmor, it 
is probable, was abfent, when the rebellion of his brother 
Cairbar, and the affaffination of Cormac, king of Ireland, 
happened. Cathmor and his followers had only arrived, from 
Inis-huna, three days before the death of Cairbar, which fuffi- 
ciently clears his character from any imputation of being .con- 
cerned in the confpiracy, with his brother. 

¢ ‘The ceremony which was vfed by Fingal, when he pre- 
pared for an expedition, is related thus in tradition : A bard, 
at midnight, went to the hall, where the tribes feafted upon 
folemn occafions, raifed the zvar fong, and thrice called the 
{pirits of their deceafed anceftors to come, on their clouds, to - 
behold the actions of their children. He: then fixed the frield- 


of 
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youth in arms ; to lift the fword with Cathmor, 
in his echoing fields. It was the white-armed 
Sul-malla. Secret fhe dwelt beneath her helmet. 
- Her fteps were in the path of the king: on him 
her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he lay by his 
roaring ftreams ! But Cathmor thought, that, on 
Lumon, fhe ftill purfued the roes. He thought, 
that fair on arock, fhe ftretched her white hand 
to the wind; to feel its courfe from Erin, the 
green dwelling of herlove. He had promifed to 
return, with his white-bofomed fails. ‘The maid 
is near thee, O Cathmor ! leaning on her rock. 
‘The tall forms of the chiefs ftand around; all 
but dark-browed Foldath *.. He leaned againft 
a diftant tree, rolled into his haughty foul. His 
_ bufhy bair whifties in wind. At times, burfts 
- the hum of afong. He ftruck the tree, at length, 
in wrath; and rufhed before the king | Calm 
and ftately, to the beam of the oak, arofe the 
form of young Hidalla. His hair falls round his 
blufhing cheek, in wreaths of waving light. Soft 
was his voice in Clon-ra +, in the valley of his 
fathers. 


of Trexmor, on a tree on the rock of Selma, ftriking it, at 
times, with the blunt end of a fpear, and finging the war- 
fong between. Thus he did, for three fucceflive nights, and, 
in the mean time, meflengers were difpatched to call together 
the tribes ; or,to ufe an ancient expreifion, to call them from 
ell their freams. "Fhis phrafe alludes to the fituation of the 
refidences of the clans, which were generally fixed im valleys, 
where the torrents of the neighbouring mountains were col- 
lected into one body, and became Jarge jireams or rivers. The 
lifting up of the foicld, was the phrafe tor beginning a war. 

* 'The furly attitude of Foldath is a proper prea amble to his 
after-behaviour. Chaffed with the difappointment of the vic- 
tory which he promifed himfelf, he becomes pafflionate and 
_ overbearing. The quarrel which fucceeds between him and 
Malthos, is introduced, to raife the character of Cathmor, 
whofe fuperior worth fhines forth, in his manly manner of 
ending the difference between the chiefs. 

t Claon-rath, winding field. "The th are feldom pronounced 
audibly in the Galic language. 
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fathers. Soft was his voice when he touched the 
_-harp, in the hall, near his roaring ftreams ! 


. 


“ King of Erin,” faid Hidalla, “¢ now is the - 


time to feaft. Bid the voice of bards arife. © Bid 
them roll the night away. The foul returns from 


fong, more terrible to war. Darknefs fettles on _ 
Erin. From hill to hill bend the fkirted clouds. _ 


- Far and grey, on the heath, the dreadful ftrides 
of ghofts are feen : the ghofts of thofe who fell 
bend ‘forward to their. fong. Bid, O Cathmor! 


the harps to rife, to brighten:the dead, on, their: 


vee iva: blafts.” 

‘Be all the dead forgot,” faid Foldath’ s byrit-- 
ing wrath... « Did not I fail in the field? Shall 
I then hear the fong ? Yet was not my courfe 


harmlefs.in-war. Blood was:a ftream around my , 


fteps. But the-feeble were. behind-me.- The foe 
has efcaped: from my fword. In Clon-ra’s vale 
touch thou the harp.. Let Dura anfwer to the 


voice of Hidalla.. Let fome maid leok, from the’ 


wood, on thy long, yellow locks... Fly from Lu- | 


bar’s.echoing plaim. ‘This is the field of heroes ! 


“ King of Erin *,” Malthos faid,..“¢ it isthine~ 


to lead in war. ‘Thou art a fire te-our‘eyes, on 
the dark-brown fields. Like a blaft rHov haft 
paft over hofis. THou haft laid them low in 
blood. But who has heard ruy words returning. 
from the field ? The wrathful delight in death: 

"Their rendembrnneresty onthe -woulds “OF tier 
fpear. Strife is folded in THEIR thoughts: 


THEIR words are ever-heard.. Thy courfe, chief 


of Moma, was like atroubled ftream. ‘The dead 
were rolled on thy path: but others. alfo lift the 
fpear. We were not feeble behind thee; but 
the foe was ftrong.” | 

3 Cathmor 


* The fpeech of Malthos is, throughout, a: fevere reprik 
mand to the bluftering behaviour of Foldath. ~ 
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Cathmor beheld the rifing rage, and bending 
forward of either chief: for, half-unfheathed, 
they held their fwords, and rolled their filent 
eyes. Now would they have mixed in horrid 
fray, had not the wrath of Cathmor burned. He 
drew his {word : -it gleamed thro’ night, to: the 
high-flaming oak! ‘¢ Sons of pride,” faid the 
king, “ allay your fwelling fouls. Retire in 
night. Why fhould my rage arife ? Should I 
contend with both in arms? It is no time for’ 
ftrife! Retire, ye clouds, at my feaft. Awake 
my foul no more.” 

They funk from the king on either fide ; like 
-* two columns of morning miit, when the fun 
-rifes, between them, on his glittering rocks. 
Dark is their rolling on either fide ; each toward 
‘its reedy pool ! 

Silent fat the chiefs at the feaft. They look, 
at times, on Atha’s king, where he ftrode, on 
his rock, amid-his fettling foul. The hoft lie, 

along the field. Sleep defcends on Mboi-lena. 
_ The voice of Fonar afcends alone, beneath his 
diftant tree. It afcends in the praife of Cath- 
mor, fon of Larthon + of Lumon. . But Cath- 
-mor did not hear his praife. He lay at the roar 

of 


-* This comparifon is favourable to the fuperiority of Cath- 
-mor over his two chiefs. I fhall illuftrate this pafflage with 
-another from a fragrant of an ancient poem, juft now in my 
thands. “ As the fun is above the vapours, which his beams 
have raifed ; fo is the foul of the king above the fons of fear. 

They roll dark below him ; he rejoices in the robe of his 
_beams. But when feeble deeds wander on the foul of the 
king, he is a darkened fun rolled along the fky : the valley is 
_4ad below ; flowers wither beneath the drops of the night.” 
| > Lear-thon, /ea-wave, the name of the chief of that colony 

of the Firbolg, which firft migrated into Ireland. Larthon’s 

- firft fettlement in that country is related in the feventh book. 
WHe was the anceftor of Cathmor; and is here called Larthon of 
A.umon, froma high hill of that name in Inis-huma, the ancient 
feat 
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of a ftream. The ruftling breeze of night flew 
over his whiftling locks. 

His brother came to his dreams, half-feen 
from his low hung cloud. Joy rofe‘ darkly in 
his face. He had heard the fong of Carril*. 
A blaft fuftained his dark-fkirted cloud; which 
he feized in the bofom of night, as’he rofe, with 
his fame, towards his airy hall. Halfmixed 
with the noife of the ftream, he poured his fee- 
ble words. . , 

« Joy met the foul of Cathmor. His voice 
was heard on Moi-lena. ‘The bard gave his fong 
to Cairbar. He travels on the wind. My form 
is in my father’s hall, like the glidirig of a terri- 
ble light, which darts acrofs the defart, in a 
ftormy night. No bard fhall be wanting at thy 
tomb, when thou art lowly laid. ‘The fons of 
fong love the valiant. Cathmor, thy name is 

a pleafant 
feat of the Fir-bolg. The character of Cathmor is preferved. 
He had mentioned, in the firft book, the averfion of that chitf 
to praife, and we find him here lying at the fide of a ftream, 
that the noife of it might drown the voice of Fonar, who, ac- 
cording to the cuftom of the times, fung his eulogium in his | 
evening fong. ‘Though other chiefs, as wellas Cathmor, might | 
be averfe to hear their own praife, we find it the univerfal po- 
licy of the times, to allow the bards tobe as extravagant as 
they pleafed in their encomiums on the leaders of armies, in 
the prefence of their people. The vulgar, whohad no great 
ability to judge for themfelves, received the characters of their 

princes, entirely upon the faith of their bards. 
_  * Carril, the fon of Kinfena, by the orders of Offian, fung 
the funeral elegy at the tomb of Cairbar.. See the fecond book 


towardstheend In all thefe’ poems, the vifits of ghofts, to 
their living friends, are fhort, and their language obfcure, both — 


which circumftances tend to throw a folemn gloom on thefe fu+ |_ 


pernatural fcenes. Towards the latter end of the {peech of the 
ghoft of Cairbar, he foretels the death of Cathmor, by enume- 
rating thofe fignals, which, according to the opinion of the times, 
preceded the death of a perfomrenowned. It was thought that 
the ghofts of deceafed bards fung, for three nights preceding — 
the death (near the place where his tomb was to be raifed), — 
round an unfubftantial figure which reprefented the body of the 

perfou-who was to dic. 4 
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a pleafant gale. The mournful founds arife! On 
Lubar’s field there is a veice! Louder ftill, ye 
fhadowy ghofts! The dead were full of fame! 
Shrilly fwells the feeble found. ‘The rougher | 
blaft alone is heard! Ah, foon is Cathmor 
low !” Rolled into himfelf he flew, wide on the 
bofom of winds. The old oak felt his depar- 
ture, and fhook its whiftling head. Cathmor 
{tarts from reft. He takes his deathful fpear. 
He lifts his eyes around. He fees but dark- 
 fkirted night. 

“It * was the voice of the king,” he faid. 
*¢ But now his form is gone. Unmarked is your 
path in the air, ye children of the night. Often, 

like a refle€ted beam, are ye feen in the defart 
wild: but ye xetire in your blafts, before our 
. fteps approach. Go then, ye feeble race! Know- 
ledge with you there is none! Your joys are 
weak, and like the dreams of our reft, or the 
light-winged thought, that flies acrofs the foul. 
Shall Cathmor foon be low? Darkly laid in his 
| narrow houfe? Where no morning comes, with 
| her half-opened eyes? Away, thou fhade! to. 
| fight is mine! All further thought away! Irufh 
| forth, on eagle’s wings, to feize my beam of 
fame. In the lonely vale of ftreams, abides the 
marrow * foul. Years roll on, feafons return, 


but 


* The foliloquy of Cathmor fuits the magnanimity of his cha- 
acter. Though flaggered at firft with the prediction of Cair- 
sbar’s ghoft, he foon comforts himfelf with the agreeable pro- 
| {pect of his future renown; and, like Achilles, prefers a fhort 

_ and glorious life, to an obfcure length of years in retirement 

cand eafe. 
* An indolent and unwarlike life was held in extreme con- ~ 
} tempt. Whatever a philofopher may fay, in praife of quiet and 
| -retirement, Iam far from thinking, but they weaken and de- 
| bafe the human mind. When the faculties of the foul are not 
| @xerted, they lofe their vigour, and low and circumfcribed no- 
_) tions take the place of noble and enlarged ideas. Action, on 
the contrary, and the viciflitudes of fortune which attend it, 
cat 
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but he is ftill unknown. In a blaft comes cloudy 
death, and lays his grey head low. His ghoft is 
folded. in the vapour of the fenny field. Its 
courfe is never on hills, nor mofly vales of wind. 
So fhall not Cathmor depart. No boy in the 
field was he, who only marks the bed of roes, 
upon the echoing hills. My iffuing forth was 
with kings. .My joy in dreadful plains: where 


broken hofts are rolled as like feas before © 


the wind.” 

So {poke the king of Alnecma, brightening in 
his rifing foul. Valour, like a pleafant flame, 
is gleaming within his breaft. Stately is his 
ftride on the heath! The beam of eaft is poured 
arourid. He faw his grey hoft on the field, wide- 
' {preading their ridges in light. He rejoiced, like 
a fpirit of heaven, whofe fteps come forth on the 
feas, when he beholds them peaceful round, 
and all the winds are laid. _ But foon he awakes 
the waves, and rolls them large to fome echoing 
fhore. — 

On the rufhy bank ofa ftream, flept the 
daughter of Inis-huna. The helmet had fallen 
from her head. Her dreams were in the lands 
of her fathers. ‘THERE morfing is on the field. 
% ery ftreams leap down from the rocks. .'The 
breezes, 


edll forth, by turns, all the powers of the mind, and, by exer- 
cifing, ftrengthen them. Hence it is, that in great and opt- 


lent ftates, when property and indolence are fecured to indivi- . 


duals, we feldom meet with that flrength ef mind, which is fo 
common in a nation, not far advanced in civilization. It isa 


curious, but juft, obfervation; that great kingdoms feldom © 
produce great characters, which muft be altogether attributed — 


to that indolence and diffipation, which are the infeparable 
companions of too much property and fecurity. Rome, it is 


certain, had more real great men within, when its power was 


confined within the narrow bounds of Latium, than when its 


dominion extended over all the known world; and one petty © 


ftate of the Saxon heptarchy had, perhaps, as much genuine yi 
fpirit in it, as the two Britifh kingdoms united. Asa ftate,we 


are much more powerful than our anceftors, but we would lofe 
by comparing individuals with them. 
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breezes, in fhadowy waves, fly over the rufhy- 
fields) THERE isthe found that prepares for 
the chace. THERE the moving of warriors from 
the hall. But tall above the reft is feen the hero 
of ftreamy Atha. He. bends his eye of love on 
Sul-malla, from his ftately fteps. SHE turns, with 
pride, her face away, and carelefs bends the bow. | 
- Such were the dreams of the maid, when 
Cathmor of Atha came. He faw her fair face 
before him, inthe midfi of her wandering locks. 
He knew the maid of Lumon. What fhould 
Cathmor do? His fighs arife. His tears come 
‘down. But ftraight heturns away. ‘*Thisis notime, 
king of Atha, to awake thy fecret foul. The bat- 
tle is rolled Sefore thee, like a troubled ftream.” 
He ftruck that warning bofs *, wherein dwelt 
the voice of war. Erin rofe around him, like the 
found of eagle-wing. Sul-malla ftarted from 
fleep, in her difordered locks. She feized the 
helmet from earth. She trembled in her place. 
« Why fhould they know in Erin of the daugh- 
ter of Inis-huna?” She remembered the race of 
kings. The pride of her foul arofe! Her fteps 
are behind a rock, by the blue-winding + ftream 
of a vale: where dwelt the dark-brown hind ere 
yet the war arofe. “Thither came the voice of 
Cathmor, at times, to Sul-malla’sear. Her foul 
is darkly fad. Ske pours her words on wind. 
“The dreams, of Inis-huna departed. They 
are difperfed from my foul. I hear not the chace 
in my land. I am concealed in the fkirt of war. 
Vo. Il. E I look 


* In order to underftand this paffage, it is neceflary to look 
tothe defcription of Cathmor’s fhield in the feventh book. 
This fhield had feven principal bofles, the found of each of 
which, when ftrack witha {pezr, conveyed a particular order 
from the king to his tribes. The found of one of them, as here, 
was the fignal for the army to affemble. 

+ This was not the valley of Lonato which Sul-malla after- 
wards retired, 
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I look forth from my cloud. No beam appears to 
light my path. I behold my -warrior low ; for 
the broad-fhielded king -is near, he -that over- 
comes in danger, Fingal from Selma of {pears ! 
Spirit of departed Conmor ! are thy fteps on the 
bofom of winds? Comeft thou, at times, to 
other lands, father of fad Sul-malla ? Thou doft 
come! Ihave sheard.thy voice at night ; while 
-yet Lrofe on the wave to Erin of the ftreams. 
‘The ghoft of fathers, they fay *, call away the 
fouls of their race, while they behold them lone- 
ly in the midft of woe. Call me, my father, 
‘away ! When Cathmor is low on earth. ‘Then 
- fhall Sul-malla be lonely in the mid{ of woe !” 


-* Con-mor,- the father of Sul-malia,. was killed in that war 
-from which Cathmor delivered Inis-huna. -Lormar his fon fuc- 
.ceeded Conmor. It was the opinion of the times, when a per- 
fon was reduced to a pitch of mifery, which could admit of no 
alleviation, that the ghofts of his anceftors called his foul away. 
. This fupernatural kind of death was called the voice of the dead ; 

and is believed by the fuperftitious vulgar to this day. — 

' "There is no people in the world, perhaps, who give more 
vuniverfal credit to apparitions, and the vifits of the ghofts of 
the deceafed to their friends, than the ancient Scots. This is 
-.to0 be-attributed as much, at leaft, tothe fituation of the coun- 


try they poffefs, as to that credulous.difpofition .which diftin- .” 


guifhes an unenlightened people. As their bufinefs was feed- 
ing of cattle, in dark and extenfive defarts, fo their journeys 
lay over wide and unfrequented heaths, where, often, they 
were obliged ty fleep in the open air, amidft the whiftling of 
winds, and roar of water-falls. The gloominefs of the fcenes 
around them was apt to beget that melancholy difpofition of 


mind, which.moft readily receives impreffions of the extraordi- _ 


nary and fupernatural kind. Falling afleep in this gloomy 
‘mood, and their dreams.being difturbed by the noife of the 


~ elements around, it isno matter of wonder, that they thought 


they heard the woice of the dead. This voice of the dead, how- 
ever, was, perhaps, no more than a fhriller whiftle of the 


winds in an old tree, or in the chinks of a neighbouring rock. | 


It isto this caufe J afcribe thofe many and improbable tales of 
ghofts, which we meet with inthe Highlands: for, in other 


refpects, we do not find that the inhabitants are more credulogs — 


than their neighbours. 
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ARGUMENT to Booz V. 


The poet, after a fhort addrefs to the harp of Cona, defexibes: 
the arrangement of both armies on either fide of the river | 
Lubar. Fingal gives the -ommand to Fillan; but, at the | 
fame time, orders Gaul, the fon of Morni, who had been | 
wounded in the hand in the preceding battle, to affift hin 

-with his counfel. The army of the F ir-bolg is commande d 
‘by Foldath. The general onfet is defcribed. The great | 
actions of Fillan. He kills Rothmar and Culmin. But | 
_whep :Fillan conquers in one wing, Foldath preffes hard 
on the other. He wounds Dermid, the fon of -Duthno, | 
-and puts the whole wing to flight. Dermid pe 
-with himfelf, and, at laft, refolves to put a ftop to | 
progrefs of Foldath, by engaging him in fingle onbl 
“When the tywo chiefs were approaching towards one anos | 
‘ther, Fillan came fuddenly to the relief of Dermid ; « 3 
gaged Foldath, andkilled him. The behaviour of Malthos 
towards the fallen Foldath. Fillan puts the whole army) 
of the Fir-bolg to flight. The book clofes with an addrefs/ 
to Clatho, the mother af that hero, ; | 
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Tu OU dweller between the fhields, that 
hang, on high, in Offian’s hall! Defcend from 
thy place, O harp, and let me hear thy voice ! 
Son of Alpin, ftrike the ftring. Thou muft 
awake the foul of the bard? ‘The murmur of 
Lora’s * ftream has: rolled the tale away. I 
ftand in the cloud of years. Few are its open- 
ings towards the paft; and when the vifion 
comes, it is but din and dark. I hear thee, 
harp of Selma! my foul returns, like a breeze, 
which the fun brings back to the vale, where 
_ dwelt-the lazy mift ! 
Lubar + is bright before me in the windings 
_of its vale. On-either fide, on their hills, rife 
the tall forms of the kings. Their people are 
poured around them, bending forward to their 
E 3 words : 


* Lora is often mentioned; it was a {mall and rapid ftream ~ 
_in the neighbourhood of Selma. There is no veftige of this 
name now remaining ; though it appears from a very old fong, 
which the tranflator has: feen, that one of the {mall rivers on 
_ the north-weft coaft was called Lora fome centuries ago. . 

+ From feveral paflages in the poem we may form a dif- 
_ tinét idea of the icene of the action of Temora. At a fmall 

diftance from one another rofe the hills of Mora and Lora; 
the firft poffeffed by Fingal, the fecond by the army of Cath- 
mor. ‘Through the intermediate plain ran the fmall river 
Lubar, on the banks of which al] the battles were fought, 
except that between Cairbar and Ofcar, related in the firft 
book. 
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words: as if their fathers fpoke, defcending 
from the winds. But they themfelves are like 
two rocks in the midft; each with its dark head 
of pines, when they are feen in the defart, above 
low-failing mift. High on their face are ftreams, 
which bend their foam on blafts of wind ! 
Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours Erin, 
like the found of flame. Wide they come down 
to Lubar. Before them is the ftride of Foldath. 
But Cathmor retires to his hill, beneath his 
bending oak. ‘The tumbling of a ftream is near — 
the king. He lifts, at times, his gleaming pear. 


At is a flame to his people, in the midft of war. -_ 


Near him ftands the daughter of Con-mor, lean- 
ing on a rock. She did not rejoice at the ftrife. 
Her foul delighted not in blood. A * valley 
ipreads green behind the hill, with its three blue 
ftreams. The fun is there in filence. The dun 
mountain-roes come down. On thefe are turned 

the eyes of Sul-malla in her thoughtful mood. 
Fingal beholds Cathmor, on high, the fon 
of Borbar-duthul ! he beholds the deep rolling 
of Erin, on the darkened plain. He ftrikes that 
warning bois, which bids the people to pail 3 
when 


hook. This laft mentioned engagement happened to the north 
of the hill ef Mora, of which Fingal took poffeffion, after the 
army of Cairbar fell back to that of Cathmor. At fome dif 
tance, but within fight of Mora, towards the weft, Lebar if- 
fued from the mountain of Crommal, and, after a fhort — 
courfe through the plain of Moi-lena, difcharged, itfelf into _ 
the fea ‘near the field of battle. Behind the mountain of 
Crommal ran the fmall ftream of Lavath, on the banks of 
which Ferad-artho, the fon of Cairbre, the only perfon re= 
maining of the race of Cona, lived concealed in a cave, du- 
xing the ufurpation of Cairbar, the fon of Borbar-duthul.- 

* It was to this valley Sul-malla retired, during the laft — 
and decifive battle between Fingal and Cathmor. It is de- 
fcribed in the feventh book, where it is ‘called ae vale of © 
Lona, and the refidence of a Druid. 
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when he fends his chiefs before them, to the 
field of renown. Wide rife their fpears to the 
fun. Their echoing fhields reply around. Fear, 
like a vapour, winds not among, the hoft: for 
HE, THE KING, isnear, the ftrength of ittreamy 
Selma. Gladnefs brightens the hero. We hear 
- his words with joy. : 
“ Like the coming forth of winds, is the 
found of Selma’s fons! They are mountain wa- 
ters, determined in their courfe. Hence is Fin- 
gal renowned. Hence is his name. in other 
lands. He was net alonely beam in danger ;. 
for your fteps were always near! But never was 
Fingal a dreadful form, in your prefence,- 
darkened into wrath: My voice was.no thunder 
to your ears. Mine eyes fent forth no death. 
When the haughty appeared, [beheld them not. 
They were fergot at my feafts.. Like mift-they. 
melted away. A young beam is before you! 
Few are his paths to war! ‘They are few, but he 
is valiant. Defend my dark-haired-fon. Bring 
Fillan back with joy, Hereafter he may. ftand 
alone. His form is like his fathers.- His foul is 
aflame of their fire.- Son of car-borhe Morni, 
move behind tke youth. Let thy voice reach 
his ear, from the fkirts of war.- Not unobferved 
rolls battle, before thee, breaker of the fhields !” 
The king ftrode, at once, away to Cormul’s 
lofty rock. Intermitting, darts the light, from 
his fhield, as flow the king of heroes moves. 
Sidelong rolls his eye o’er the heath, as forming 
advance the lines. Graceful fly 4 half-grey 
_ locks round his kingly features, now lightened 
with dreadful joy. Wholly mighty is the chief! 
Behind him dark and flow I moved. Straight 
came forward the ftrength of Gaul. - His fhield 
hung loofe on its thong. He fpoke, in hafte, 
E 4 to. 
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to Offian.  Bind*, fon of Fingal, this fhield! 

Bind it high to the fide of Gaul. The foe may 
behold it, and think I lift the fpear. If I fhould 
fall, let my tomb be hid in the ‘field; for fall I 
muft without fame. Mine arm cannot lift the 
fteel. Let not Evir-choma hear it, to blufh be- 
tween her locks. Fillan, the mighty behold us ! 
Let us not forget the ftrife. Why fhould THEY 
come, from their hills, to aid our flying field ?” 

He ftrode onward, with the found of his 
fhield. My voice purfued him as he went. 
*¢ Can the fon of Morni fall, without his fame 
in Erin? But the deeds of the mighty are forgot 
by themfelves. ‘They rufh carelefs over the 
fields of renown. Their words are neverheard!” 
I rejoiced over the fteps of the chief. I ftrode to 
the rock of the king, where he fat, in his wan- 
dering locks, amid the mountain-wind ! 

_ In two dark ridges bend the hofts, toward 
each other, at Lubar. Here Foldath rifes a pil- 
lar of darknefs: there brightens the youth of 
Fillan. Each, with his fpear in the ftream, fent 
forth the voice of war. Gaul ftruck the fhield 
of Selma. At once they plunge in battle ! Steel 
pours its gleam on fteel: like the fall of ftreams 
fhone the tield, wnen they mix their foam toge- 
ther, from two dark-browed rocks ! Behold he 
comes, the fon of fame! He lays the people 
low! Death fits on blafts around him! War- 
riors ftrew thy paths, O Fillan! 

Rothmar +, the fhield of warriors, ftood be- 
tween two chinky rocks. ‘Two oaks, which 

winds 


* It is neceffary to remember, that Gaul was wounded ; 
which occafions his requiring here the afliftance of Offian to 
bind his fhield on his fide. : ~ 

+ Roth-mar, the found of the fea before a form. Druman- 
ard, bigh-ridge. Cul-min, /oft-haired. Cull-allin, dbcautiful 
Jocks, Strutha, freamy river. 
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winds had bent from high, fpread their branches 
on either fide. He rolls his darkening eyes on 
Fillan, and, filent, fhades his friends. Fingal 
faw the approaching fight. The hero’s foul 
arofe. But as the ftone of Loda + falls, fhook, 
at once, from rocking Druman-ard, when {pi- 
rits heave the earth in their wrath ; fo-fell blue- 
fhielded Rothmar..- 


Near are the fteps of Culmin. ‘The youth’ 
came, burfting intotears. Wrathful he cut the’ 
wind, ere yet he mixed his ftrokes with Fillan.. 

_He had firft bent the bow with Rothmar, at the 
rock of his own blue’ fireams. There they had 
marked the place of the roe, as the fun-beam flew” 
over the fern. Why, fon of Cul-allin! Why, 
Culmin, doft thou rufh on that beam * of light ?” 
Itis a fire that-confumes. Son of Cul-allin, re- 


Egy tire. - 


+ By the ftone of Loda is meant 4 place of worfhip among 
the Scandinavians. The Caledonians, in their many expedi- - 
tions to Orkney and Scandinavia, became acquainted with 
fome of the rites of the religion which prevailed in thofe- 
countries, and the ancient poetry frequently alludes to them. 
There are fome ruins, and circular-pales of ftone remaining. 
ftill in Orkney, and the iflands of Shetland, which retain, to 
this day, the name of Loda or Loden. They feem to have 
differed materially, in their conftruGticn, from thofe Druidi- 
cal monuments which remain in Britain, and the weftern- 
ifles. The places -of worfhip among the Scandinavians were 
originally rude. and unadorned. In after ages, when they 
opened a communication with other -nations, they adopted 
their manners, and built temples. That at Upfal, in Sweden, 
was amazingly rich and magnificent. Harquin, of Norway, 
built one-near Drontheim, little inferior to the former; and 
it went always under the name of Loden. A@alkt, introduce 
tion a Phiftoire de Dannemare. 

* The poet, metaphorically, calls Fillan- a beam of light. - 
Culmin, mentioned here, was the fon of Clonmar, chief of 
Strutha, by the beautiful Cul-allin. She was fo remarkable 
for the beauty of her perfon, that fie is introduced, frequently, 
in the fimiles and allufions of ancient poetry. Mar Chula- 
buin Strutha nan fian ; Lovely as Gul-allin of Strutha of the forms s 
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tire. Your fathers were not equal, in the glit- 
tering ftrife of the field. ‘The mother of Culmin © 
remains inthe hall. She looks forth on blue-. 
rolling Strutha. A whirl-wind rifes, on the 
ftream, dark-eddying round the ghoft of her fon. 
His dogs+ are howling intheir place. His fhield 
is bloody inthe hall. «¢ Art thou fallen, my fair- 
haired fon, in Erin’s difmal war ?” 

As aroe, pierced in fecret, lies panting, by her 
wonted ftreams; the hunter furveys her feet of 
wind: He remembers her ftately bounding before. 
So lay the fon of Cul-allin beneath the eye of Fil- 
lan. His hair is rolled in a little ftream. His 
blood wanders on his fhield. Still his hand holds 
the fword, that failed him in the midft of danger. 
«© Thou art fallen,” faid Fillan, “ ere yet thy 
fame was heard. Thy father fent thee to war. 
He expects to hear of thy deeds. He is grey, per-. 
haps, at his ftreams. His eyes are toward Moi- 
lena. But thou fhalt not return with the fpoil of 


’ ° thé fallen foe !” 


Fillan pours the flight of Erin before him, over 
the refounding heath. But, man on man, felk 
Morven before the dark-red rage of Foldath : for 
far on the field, he poured the roar of half his. 

: ¢ tribes. 


+ Dogs were thought to be fenfible of the death of their 
mafter, let it happen at ever fo great a diftance. It was alfo 
the opinion of the times, that the arms which warriors left at 
home became bloody, when they themfelves fell-in battle. It 
was from thofe figns that Cul-allin is fuppofed to underftand 
that her fon is killed ; in which fhe is confirmed by the ap- 
pearance of his ghoft. Her fudden and fhort exclamation is. 
more judicious in the poet, than if fhe had extended her com- 
plaints to a greater length. ‘The attitude of the fallen youth, 
and Fillan’s reflexions over him, come forcibly back on the 
mind, when we confider, that the fuppofed fituation of the 
father of Culmin, was fo fimilar to that of Fingal, after the 
death of Fillan himfelf. 
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tribes. Dermid ftands before him in wrath. The 
fons of Selma gathered around. But his fhield is 
cleft by Foldath. His people fly over the heath. 

Then faid-the foe, in his pride,..«¢They have: 
fled. My fame begins ! Go, Malthos, go bid 
Cathmor guard the dark-rolling of ocean ; that 
Fingal may not efcape from my{word. He mutt 
lieon earth. Befide fome fen fhall his tomb be 
feen. It fhall rife without a fong. His ghoit 
fhall hover, in mift, over the reedy pool.” 

Malthos heard, wit darkening doubt. -He 
rclled his filent eyes. He knew the pride of Fol- 
dath. Helooked up to Fingal on his hills: then 
darkly turning, in doubtful. mood, he plunged 
his {word in war. . 

In Clono’s * narrow vale, where bend two: 
trees above the ftream, dark, in his grief, ftood 
Duthno’s. filent fon.. The blood-pours from the 

fide 


* This valey had its name from Clono; fon of Lethmal of 
Lora, one of the anceftors of Dermid, the fon of Duthno. His - 
hiftory is thus related in an old poem. In the daysof Conar, - 
the fon of Trenmor, the firft king of Ireland, Clono paffed o- 
ver into that kingdom, from Caledoniz, to aid Conar againft 
the Fir-bolg. Being remarkable for the beauty of his perfon, 
he foon drew the attention of Sulmin, the young wife of an 
Irifh chief. She difclofed her paflion, which was not properly 
returned by the Caledonian. ‘The lady fickened, thro’ dif- 
appointment, and her love for Clono came to the ears of her 
hufband Fired with jealoufy, he vowed revenge. Clono, 
to avoid his rage, departed from Temora, in order to pafs 
over into Scotland ; and, being benighted in the valley menti- 
oned here, he laid him down to fleep. There Lethmal defcend= 
ed in the dreams of Clone, and told him that danger was near. 

Ghoft of Lerumart.—* Arife from thy bed of mofs; fon 
of low-laid Lethmal, arife. ‘The found of the coming of foes 
defcends along the wind. 

Crono.— Whole voice is that, like many ftreams, in the 
feafon of my reft ? 

Ghoft of Lerumat.— Arife, thou dweller of the fouls of 


- the lovely ; fon of Lethmal, arife. 


CLoNe. 
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fide of Dermid. His fhieldis broken near. His 
{pear leans againft a ftone. Why, Dermid, why 
fo fad? * I hear the roar of battle. My peo- 
ple are alone. My fteps are flowon the heath ; 
and no fhield is mine. Shall he then prevail ? 
It is then after Dermid is flow! I will call thee 
forth, O Foldath ! and meet thee yet in fight.” 

He took his fpear, with dreadful joy. ‘The fon 
of Morni came. ‘ Stay, fon of Duthno, ftay 
thy fpeed.. Thy fteps are marked. with blood. 
No bofly fhield is thine. Why fhouldft thou fall 
unarmed :” Son of Morni! give thou thy 
fhield. It has often rolled back the war. I fhall 
ftop the chief in his courfe. Son of Morni ! be- 
hold that ftone ! It lifts its grey head through 
_grafs. There dwells a chief of the race of Der- 
mid. Placeme there in night.” 

He flowly rofe againft the. hill. He faw the 
troubled field : The gleaming ridges of battle, 
disjoined and brokenround. As diftant fires, on 
heath by night, now feem as loft in fmoak ; now 
rearing their red ftreams on the hill, as blow or 
ceafe the winds : fo met the intermitting war the 

eve 


Crono.—* How dreary is the night ! The moon is dark- 
ened in the fky ; red are the paths of. ghofts along its fullen ~ 
face ! Green-fkirted meteors fct around. Dull is the roaring 
of ftreams, from the valley of dim forms. Ihear thee, {pirit 
of my father, on the eddying courfe of the wind. I hear 
thee ; but thou bendeft not, forward, thy tall form, from the 
ikirts of night.” pede 

AsClono prepared to depart, the hufband of Sulmin came 
up, with his numerous attendants. Clono defended himfelf, 
but, after a gallant refiftance, he was overpowered and flain. 
He was buried in the place where he was killed, and the val- 
ley was called after his name. Dermid, in his requeft to Gaul 
the fon of Morni which immediately follows this paragraph 
alludes to the tomb of Clono, and his own connection witht, 
that unfortunate chief. 
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eye of broad-fhielded Dermid. Through the 
hoft are the ftrides of Foldath, like fome dark, 
fhip on wintry waves, when fhe iffues from be- 
tween two ifles, to fport on refounding ocean ! 

Dermid, with rage, beholds his courfe. He . 
ftrives to ath along. But he fails amid his fteps; 
and the big tear comes down. He founds his 
father’s horn. He thrice ftrikes his bofly fhield. 
He calls thrice the name of Foldath, from his 
roaring tribes. Foldath, with joy, beholds the 
chief. He lifts aloft his bloody fpear. Asa 
rock is marked with ftreams, that fell troubled 
dowr. its fide in a ftorm; fo, ftreaked with «wan- 
dering blood, is the dark chief of Moma! The 
hoft, on either fide, withdraw from the contend- 
ing of kings. They raife, at once, their gleam-_ 
ing points. Rufhing comes Fillan of Selma. 
_ Three paces back Foldath withdraws, dazzled _ 
with that beam of light, which came, as iffuing 
from a cloud, to fave the wounded chief. 
Growing in his pride he ftands. He calls forth ~ 
all his fteel. 

As meet two broad winged eagles, in their 
founding ftrife, in winds : fo rufh the two chiefs, 
on Moi-lena, into gloomy fight. By turns are 
the fteps of the kings * forward on their rocks - 
above; for now the dufky war feems to defcend 
on their fwords. Cathmor feels the joy of war- 
riors, on his mofly hill: their joy in fecret, 
when dangers rife to match their fouls. His eye 
_ is not turned on Lubar, but on Selma’s dreadful 
king. He beholds him, on Mora, rifing in his 
arms. 

Foldath + falls on his fhield. The fpear of 
Fillan pierced the king. Nor looks the youth 


on 

* Fingal and Cathmor. 
+ The fall of Foldath, if we may believe tradition, was 
Avene to him, before he had left his own country to join 
Cairbar 


. 
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on the fallen, but onward rolls the war. . The 
hundred voices of death arife. «© Stay, fon of 
Fingal, ftay thy fpeed. Beholdeft thou not that 
gleaming form, a dreadful fign of death ? Awak- 
en not the king of Erin. Return, fon of blue- 
eyed Clatho.” 

Malthos + beholds Foldath low. He darkly 
ftands above the chief. Hatred is rolled from 
his foul.: He feems arock in a defart, on whofe 
dark fide are the trickling of waters; when the 
flow-{ailing mift has left it, and all its trees are 

blafted 


Cairbar, in his defigns on the Irifh throne. He went to the 
cave of Moma, to enquire of the fpirits of his fathers, con- 
cerning the fuccefs of the enterprife of Cairbar. ‘The refpon- 
fes of oracles are always atterided with obfcurity, and liable to 
a double meaning : Foldath, therefore, put a favourable in- 
terpretation on the prediction, and purfued his adopted, plan. 
of aggrandizing himfelf with the family of Atha. 


FoipaTH, addrefing the fpirits of bis fathers. —“ Dark, L 
ftand in your prefence ; fathers of Foldath hear. Shall my 
fteps pafs over Atha, to Ullin of the roes? 


The Anfwer.—* Thy fteps fhall pafs over Atha, to the 
green dwelling of kings. There fhall thy ftature arife, over’ 
the fallen, like a pillar of thunder-clouds. There, terrible in 
darknefs, fhalt thou ftand, till the reflected beam, or Clon-cath of 
Moruth, come ; spel ‘of many ftreams, that roars in dif+ 
tant lands.” 

Cloncath, or rifle hedhente fay my traditional authors, was. 


- the name ne the fword of Fillan; fo that it was, in the latent 


fignification of the word Cloncath, that the deception lay. My 
principal reafon for introducing this.note, is, that this tradi- 
tion ferves to fhew, that the religion of the Fir-bolg differed 
from that of the Caledonians, as we never find the latter en-- 
quiring of the fpirits of their deceafed anceftors. 

+ The characters of Foldath and Malthos are fuftained. 
They were both dark and furly, but each ina different way, 
Foljdath was impetuous and cruel, Malthos ftubborn and in- 
credulouvs. Their attachment to the family of Atha was 
equal ; their bravery in battle the fame. Foldath was vain 
and oftentatious : Malthos unindulgent but generous, His 
behaviour here, towards his enemy Foldath, fhews, that a 
good heart often les concealed under a gloomy and fuilen 
character, 


- 
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blafted with winds. He fpoke to the dying he- 
ro, about the narrow houfe. ** Whether {hall 
thy grey ftone rife in Ullin, or in Moma’s * woody 
land ? where the fun looks, in fecret, on the blue 
ftreams of Dalrutho+? ‘There are the fteps of 
thy daughter, blue-eyed Dardu-lena !” ; 
«© Remembereft thou her,’ faid Foldath, 
«© becaufe no fon is mine: no youth to roll the 
battle before him, in revenge of me? Malthos, 
Iam revenged. I was not peaceful in the field. 
Raife the tombs of thofe I have flain, around my 
narrow houfe. Often fhall I forfake the blaft, 
to rejoice above their graves; when I behold 
them fpread around, with their long-whiftling 

rafs.” . 
F His foul rufhed to the vale of Moma, to Dar- 
du-lena’s dreams, where fhe flept, by Dalru- 
_tho’s ftream, returning from the chace of the 
hinds. Her bow is near the maid, unftrung. 
The breezes fold her long hair on her breatts. 
Cloathed in-the beauty of youth, the love of 
heroes lay. Dark-bending, from the {kirts of- 
the wood, her wounded father feemed to come. 
He appeared, at times, then hid himfelf in 
mift. Burfting in tears fhe rofe. She knew 
that the chief was low. ‘To her came a beam 
from his foul, when folded in its ftorms. 
Thou 


* Moma was the name of a country in the fouth of Con- 
naught, once famous for being the refidence of an Arch-Druid. 
_ The cave of Moma was thought to be inhabited by the fpirits 

of the chiefs of the Fir-bolg, and their pofterity fent to enquire 
there, as to an oracle, concerning the iflue of their wars, 

+ Dal-ruath, p&ched or fandy field. The etymology of Dar- 
dulena is uncertain. The daughter of Foldath was, probubly, 
fo called, from a place in Ulfter, where her father had defeated 
part of the adherents of Artho, king of Ireland. Dor-culena; 
the dark wood of Mci-lena. As Foldath was proud ana oftenta- 
tious, it would appear, that he transferred the name of a place, 
where he himfelf had been victerious, to his daughter. 


= 
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Fhou wert the laft of his race, O- blue-eyed 
Dardu-lena ! | - 

Wide-fpreading over echoing Lubar, the flight 

of Bolga is rolled along. Fiilan hangs forward 
_on their fteps. He ftrews, with dead, the heath. 
Fingal rejoices over his fon. Blue-fhielded Cath-- 
- mor rofe *. 

Son of Alpin, bring the harp: Give Fillan’s 
praife to. the wind. Raife high his praife, in. | 
mine ear, while yet he fhines in war. _ 

“‘ Leave, blue-eyed Clatho; leave thy hall ! 

Behold that early. beam of thine! The hoft is 
withered in its courfe. No further look, it is: 
‘dark. Light trembling from. the harp, ftrike,. 
virgins, ftrike the found. No hunter he de- 
fcends, from the dewy haunt of the bounding 
roe. He bends not his: bowron. the wind; nor | 
‘fends his grey arrow abroad. | 

« Deep-folded in red war! See battle rolk 
againft his fide. Striding amid the ridgy ftrife, 
he pours the deaths of thoufands forth. Fillam 
is like a fpirit of heaven, that defcends from the 
fkirt of winds. The troubled ocean feels his 
fteps, as he ftrides from wave to wave. His 
path kindles behind him. Iflands fhake their- | 
heads on the heaving feas! Leave, blue-eyed. | 
Clatho, leave thy hall!” 


* The fufpence, in which the mind of the reader is left | 
here, conveys the idea of Fillan’s danger more forcibly home, _ | 
than any defcription that could be introduced. There is a _ 
fort of eloquence, in filence with propriety. A minute de- — 
tail of the circumftances of an important {cene is generally 
cold and infipid. ‘The human mind, free and fond of think- 
ing for itfelf, is difgufted to find every thing done by the 
poet. It is, therefore, his bufinefs only to mark the moft | 
{triking out-lines, and to allow the imaginations of his read+ ~ 
ers to finifh the figure for themfelves.” ZS 

‘The book ends in the afternoon of the third.day, fsom the 
opening of the poem. . a 
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This book opens with a fpeech of Fingal, who fees Cathmoz* 
defcending to the affiftance of his fying army. The king 
“difpatches Offian to the reliefof Fillan. He himfelf retires: 
behind the rock of Cormul, to avoid the fight of the en-~ 
gagement between his fon and Caclimor. Offian advances. - 
The defcent of Cathmor defcribed. He/7allies the army, 
renews the battle, and, before Offian could arrive, engages - . 

. Fillan himfelf. Upon the approach of Offian, the combat - 
between the two heroes ceafes. Offian and Cathmor pre-~- 
pare to fight, but night coming on prevents them. Offian * 
returns to the place where Cathmor and Fillan fought. He 

- finds Fillan mortally wounded, and leaning againft a rock. - 
Their difcourfe. Fillan dies: his body is laid, by OfMfian, 
in a neighbouring cave. ‘The Caledonian army return to 
Fingal. He queftions them abeut his fon, and, under= - 
fianding that he was killed, retires, in filence, to the rock 
of Carmul. Upon the retreat of the army of Fingal, the 
Fir-bolg advance. Cathmor finds Bran, one of the dogs of 
Fingal, lying on the fhield of Fillan, before the entrance of 
the cave, where the body of that hero lay. His reflec-.- 
tions thereupon. He returns, in. a melancholy.mood, to- 
hisarmy. Malthos endeavours to comfort him, by the ex- 
ample of his father Borbar-duthal. Cathmor retires to 
reft. The fong of Sul-malla concludes the book, which. 
ends about the middle of the third night, from the open= 
ing of the poem. 
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G A THM OR rifes on his hill! Shall 
Fingal take the fword of Luno? But what fhould 
become of my fame, fon of white-bofomed Cla- 
tho? Turn not thine eyes from Fingal, fair 
daughter of Iniftore. I fhall not quench thy 
early beam. It fhines along my foul. Rife, 
wood-fkirted Mora, rife between the war and 

me! Why fhould Fingal behold the ftrife, left 
his dark-haired warrior,fhould fall! Amidft the 
fong, © Carril, pour the found of the trembling 
harp! Here are the voices of rocks! and there 
the bright tumbling of waters. Father of Ofcar, 
lift the fpear! Defend the young in arms. 
Conceal thy fteps from Fillan. He muft not 
know that I doubt his fteel. No cloud of mine 
fhall rife, my fon, upon thy foul of fire !” 

He funk behind his rock, amid the found of 
Carril’s fong. ae in my growing foul, 

I took 


* Fingal fpeaks: ~ 


a on, 
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I took the fpear of Temora’*. I faw, along’ 
Moilena, the wild tumbling of battle ; the ftrife- 
of death, in gleaming rows, disjoined and bro- 
ken round. Fillan is a beam of fire. From 


wing to wing is his wafteful courfe. The ridges — 


of war melt before him. ‘They are rolled, in. 
imoak, from the fields ! 

Now is the coming: forth of Cathmor, in the’ 
armour of kings! Dark-waves the eagle’s wing, 
above his. helmet of fire. - Unconeerned are his- 
fieps, as if they were to the chace of Erin. He 
rifes, at times, his terrible voice. Erin, abafhed,. 
gathers round. ‘Their fouls return back, like a> 


ftreanr. ‘They wonder-at the fteps of their fear. . a 


. He rofe, like the beam of the morming, on a: 
haunted heath: the traveller looks back, with 
bending eye, on the field of dreadful forms. 
Sudden, from the rock of Moilena, are Sul- 


a 


1 


— 


| 
4 
; 
y 


malla’s trembling fteps. Anoak takes the fpear” 


from her.hand. Half-bent fhe loofes the lance.- 


But then are her eyes on the king, from amid 


her wandering locks !. No friendly ftrife is before 

thee! No.light contending of bows, as when the 

youth of + Ims-hune come forth beneath the eye- 
of Cathmor ! 


As the rock of Runo, which.takes the paffing : 
clouds as. they fly, feems growing, in gathered - 
. darknefs,. 


* The /pear of Temora was that which Ofcar had received, , 
in.a prefent, from Cormac, the fon of Artho, king of Ireland... 
It was of it that Cairbar made the pretext for quarrelling 
with Ofcar, at the feaft, in the firft book. 

+ Clu-ba, winding bay; an arm of the fea in Inis-huna,. or. 
the weftern coaft of South-Britain. It was in this bay that 
Cathmor was wind-bound when Sul-malla came, in the dif- 
guife of.a young warrior, to.accompany him in.his voyage to 
Ireland. Conmor, the father of Sul-malla, as is infinuated 
at the clofe of the fourth book, was dead before the departure 
of his daughter. 


- : e / 
7 ~ = artes in - - 
a ee a ede eee 


Boox VI, An EPIC POEM, 93 


darknefs, over the ftreamy heath ; fo feems the 
chief of Atha taller, .as gather his people around. 
__As different blafts fly over the fea, each behind 
its dark-blue wave, fo Cathmor’s words, on eve- 
-ry fide, pour his warriors forth. Nor filent on 
his hill is Fillan. He mixes his words with his 
echoing fhield. An eagle he feemed, with 
founding wings, calling the wind to his rock, 
.when he fees the coming forth of :the roes, on 
- Lutha’s * rufhy field ! | ‘ 
Now they bend forward in battle. Death’s 
hundred voices arife. The kings, on either fide, 
-were like fires on the fouls of the hofts. Offian 
_ bounded along. High rocks and trees rufh tall 
‘between the war andme. But I hear the noife 
of fteel, between my clanging arms. Rifing, 
gleaming, on-the -hill, I behold the backward 
fteps of hofts: their backward -fteps, en either 
fide, and wildly-looking eyes. ‘The chiefs were 
met in dreadful fight! The two blue-fhielded 
kings ! ‘lalland dark, through gleams of fteel, 
are feen the ftriving heroes ! Irufh. My fears 
for Fillan fly, burning acrofs my foul. 
Icome. Nor Cathmor flies; nor yet comes 
on ; he fidelong ftalks along. An icy rock, cokl, 
tall, he feems. I call forth all my fteel. Silent 
awhile we ftride, on either fide of a rufhing 
ftream: then, fudden turning, all at once, we 
_raife our pointed {pears ! We raife our fpears, 
but night comes down. Jt is dark and filent 
.round ; but where the diftant fteps of hofts are 
founding over the heath ! 


I come 


* Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. There 
dwelt Tofcar the fon of Conloch, the father of Malvina, who, 
«upon that account, is often called the maid of Lutha. Lutba 


signifies /wift fream, 


“a 
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I come to the place where Fillan fought. Nor 
voice, nor found is there.. A broken helmet 
lies on earth, a buckler cleft in twain. “Where, 
Fillan, where art thou, yorng chief of echoing 


Morven? He hears me leaning on a rock which — 


bends its grey head over the ftream. He hears ; 
but fullen, dark-he ftands. At length I faw the 
hero ! | 
of woody Selma ? Bright is thy path, my brother, 
in this dark-brown field! Long has been thy 
_ ftrife in battle ! ‘Now the horn of Fingal is 

heard. Afcend to the cloud of thy father, to 

his hill of feafts. Inthe evening mift he fits, 
-and hears the found of Carril’s harp. Carry joy 
_ to the aged, young breakers of the fhields !” _ 

«© Can the vanquifhed carry joy ? Offian, no 
fhield is mine! It lies broken on the field. The 
eagle-wing of my helmet istorn. It is when foes 
fly before them, that fathers delight in their fons. 
But their fighs burft forth, in fecret, when their 
young warriors yield. -No : Fillan fhall not be- 
hold the king ! Why fhould the hero mourn ?” 

«© Son of blue-eyed Clatho !'O Fillan, awake 
~ nof my foul! Wert thou not a burning fire be- 
fore him? Shall he not rejoice ? Such fame be- 


longs-‘not to Offian ; yet is the king ftilla fun to | 


me. ‘Helooks on my fteps with joy. Shadows 
never rife on his face. Afcend, O Fillan, to 

Mora! His feaft is fpread in the folds of mift.” 
« Offian ! give me that broken fhield : thefe 
feathers that are rolled inthe wind. Place them 
near to Fillan, that lefs of his fame may fall. 
Offian, I begin to fail. Lay me in that hollow 
rock. Raife no ftone above, left one fhould aik 
about my fame. Iam fallen in the firft of my 
fields ; fallen without renown. Let thy voice 
. alone 


« Why ftandeft thou, robed in darknefs, fon. ‘' 
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alone fend joy to my flying foul. Why fhould 
the bard know where dwells the loft beam of 
-Clatho * !” 

s¢ Ts thy fpirit on the eddying winds, O Fillan, 
-young breaker of fhields ! Joy purfue my hero 
‘through his folded clouds. The forms of thy 
fathers, O Fillan, bend to receive their fon. nt 
‘behold the fpreading of their fire on Mora: the 


-plue-rolling of their mifty wreaths. Joy meet 


’ 


| 
, 
| 


-thee, my brother! But we are dark and fad! I 
behold the foe round the aged. I behold the 
wafting away of his fame. ‘Thou art left alone 


in the field, O grey-haired king of Selma !” 


I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roar of 
the nightly ftream. One red ftar looked in on 
the hero. Winds lift, a¢ times, his locks. I liften. 
‘No found is heard. ‘The warrior flept! As light- 
ning ona cloud, a thought came rufhing along 
my foul. My eyes roll in fire: my ftride was in 
‘the clang of fteel. «© I will find thee, king of 
‘Erin | in the gathering of thy thoufands find thee. 
Why fhould that cloud efcape,that quenched our 
early beam ? Kindle your meteors on your hills, 
ny 


* A dialogue between Clatho the mother and Bos-mina, 
the fifter of Fillan. 
Cratuo.—* Laughter of Fingal, arife ! thou light between 
_-thy locks. Lift thy fair head from reft, foft-gliding fun-beam 
of Selma! I beheld thy arms, on thy breaft, white toffed 
-amidft thy wandering locks : when the ruftling breeze of 
the morning came from the defart of ftreams. Haft thou 
feen thy fathers, Bos-mina, defcending in thy dreams? Arife, 
daughter of Clatho ; dwells there aught of grief in thy foul ? 
_ Bos-mina.—* A thin form paffed before me, fading as it 
flew : like the darkening wave of a breeze, along a field of 
grafs. Defcend from thy wall, O harp, and call back the foul 
of Bos-mina, it has rolled away, like a flream. I hear thy 
‘pleafant found. I hear thee, O harp, and my voice fhall rife. 
“* How often fhall ye rufh to war, ye dwellers of my foul ? 
‘Your paths are diftant, kings of men, in Erin of blue ftreams. 


Lift 
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my fathers. Light my daring fteps. I will con- 
fume in wrath *. But fhould not I return! The 
king is without a fon, grey-haired among his foes! 
His arm isnot as in the days of old. His fame 
ioe dimin Erin. Let menot behold him, laid 
ow in his latter field. But can I return to the 
king? Will he not afk about his fon? « Thou | 
oughteft to defend young Fillan.” Offian will” 
meet the foe! -Green Erin, thy founding tread is } 
pleafant to myear. I rufh on thy ridgy hoft, to 
fhun the eyes of Fingal. I hear the voice of the. 

king, on Mora’s mifty top ! He calls his two fons !_ ; 


I come, | 


: { 
Lift thy wing, thou fouthern breeze, from Clono’s darkening” 
heath : fpread the fails of Fingal towards the bays of his land. 

“ But who isthat, in his ftrength, darkening in the aerare 
of war ? His arm ftretches to the foe, like the beam of the 
fickly fun ; when his fide is crufted with darknefs ; and he 
rolls his difmal courfe through the fky. Who is it, but the 
father of Bos-mina ? Shall he return till danger is paft ! 

“ Fillan, thou art a beam by his fide ; beautiful, but terri- 
ble, i is thy light. Thy fword .is before thee, a ‘blue fire o 
night. When fhalt thou return to thy roes ; to the ftreams_ 
oft thy rufhy fields ? When fhall I behold thee from Mora, | 
while winds ftrew my long locks on their blafts! But fhall a) 
young eagle return from the field where the heroes fall! 

Cia TuHo.—* Soft, as the fong of Loda, is the voice of Sel- 
ma’s maid. Pleafant tothe.ear of Clatho is the name of the 
breaker of fhields. Behold, the king comes from ocean: the’ 
fhield.of Morven is borne by bards. ‘The foe has fled before) 
him, like the departure of mift. I hear not the founding @ 
wings of my eagle; the rufhing forth of the fon of Cla- 
tho. Thou art oo Oo Higee fhall the warrior never ri ree 
turn ! Se * * *& *® 

* Here the brace is defignedly left anfinithed. The 
fenfe is, that he was refolved, like a deflroying fire, to con= 
fume Cathmor, who had killed his brother. In the midft of 
this refolution, the fituation of Fingal fuggells itfelf to him, im 
a very ftrong light. He refolves to return to aflift the king in 
profecuting the war. But then his fhame for not defendmg 
his brother, recurs to him. He is determined again to go 
and find out Cathmor. We may confider him, as in the act: 
of advancing towards the enemy, when the horn of Fingal 


founded on Mora, and called = his people to his Pi 
is 


| 
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I come, my father, in my grief. I come like an 
eagle, which the flame of night met in the de- 
fart, and fpoiled of half his wings !” 

Diftant *, round the king, on Mora, the 
broken ridges of Morven are rolled. ‘They turn- 
ed their eyes: each darkly bends, on his own 
afhen fpear. Silent ftood the king in the midft. 
Thought on thought rolled over his foul. As 


“waves on a fecret mountain-lake, each with its 


back of foam. He looked; no fon appeared, 
with his long-beaming fpear. The fighs rofe, 
crowding, from hisfoul; but he concealed his 
grief. At length I ftood beneath an oak. No 
voice of mine was heard. What could I fay to 
Fingal in his hour of woe? His words rofe, at 
length, in the midft: the people fhrunk back- 
ward as he fpoke +. 3 


Weis: 41h" 3: F « Where 


This foliloquy is natural : the refolutions which fo fauddenly 
follow one another, are expreflive of a mind extremely agitat~ 
ed with forrow and confcious fhame ; yet the behaviour of 
Offian, in his execution of the commands of Fingal, is fo irre- 
prehenfible, that it is not eafy to determine where he failed 
in his duty. The truth is, that when men fail in defigns 
which they ardently with to accomplifh, they naturally blame 
themfelves, as the chief caufe of their difappointment. 

* “Phis fcene,” fays an ingenious writer,and a good judge, 


is folemn. ‘The poet always places his chief character amidft 


“objects which favour the fublime. The face of the country, 
‘the night, the broken remains of a defeated army, and, above 
all, the attitude and filence of Fingal himfelf,-are circumftan- 
ces calculated to imprefs an awful idea on the mind. Offian 
‘is moft fuccefsful in his night-defcriptions. Dark images 
fuited the melancholy temper of his mind. His poems were 
‘all compofed after the active part of his life was over, when 
he was blind, and had furvived all the companions ofhis youth: 
“we therefore find a veil of melancholy thrown over the 


-whole.”’ 


+ I owe the firft paragraph of the following note to the 
fame pen, 


“ "The abafhed behaviour of the. army of Fingal proceeds 
father from fhame than fear, The king was not of a tyran- 
nical 


i 
N 
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sé Where is the fon of Selma, he who led in 

war ? I behold not his fteps, among my people, 
returning from the field. Fell the young bound- 
ing roe, who was fo ftately on my hills? He fell ; 
for ye are filent. ‘The fhield of war is cleft in 
ip twain. 


nical difpofition : He, as he profeffes himfelf in the fifth book, 
never was.a dreadful form, in their prefence, darkened into wrath. 
His voice was no thunder to their ears: bis eye fent forth no death. 
The firft ages of fociety are not the times of arbitrary power. 
As the wants of mankind are few, they retain their indepen- 
dence. It is an advanced ftate of civilization that moulds the 
mind to that fubmiflion to government, of which ambitious 
magiftrates take advantage, and raife themfelves into abfolute 
ower.” 
It is a vulgar error, that the common Highlanders lived, in 
abject flavery, under their chiefs. Their high idea of, and — 
attachment to, the heads of their families, probably, led the — 
unintelligent into this miftake. When the honour of the — 
tribe was concerned, the commands of the chief were obeyed, - 
- without reftriction’: but, if individuals were oppreffed, they 
threw themfelves into the arms of a neighbouring clan, af 
fumed a new name, and were encouraged and protected. The | 
fear of this defertion, no doubt, made the chiefs cautious in 
their government. As their confequence, in the eyes af 
others, was in proportion to the number of their people, they ] 
took care to avoid every thing that tended to diminihh it. : 
It was but yery lately that the authority of the laws extended — 
to the Highlands. Before that time the clans were governed, 
in civil affairs, not by the verbal commands of the chief, but 
by what they called Clechda, or the traditional precedents of 
their anceftors. When differences happened between indivi- | 
duals, fome of the oldeft men in the tribe were chofen um=_ 
pires between the parties, to decide according to the Clechdas 
The chief interpofed his authority, and, invariably, enforced | 
the decifion. In their wars, which were frequent, on ace - 
count of family-feuds, the chief was lefs referved in the execu= 
tion of his authority ; and even then he feldom extended it te 
the taking the life of any of his tribe. No crime was capital, 
except murder; and that was very unfrequent in the High=- 
lands. No corporal punifhment, of any kind, was inflicted. | 
The memory of an affront of this fort would remain, for ages, » 
in a family, and they would feize every opportunity to be re-) 
venged, unlefs it came immediately from the hands of the: 
chief himfelf ; in that cafe it was taken, rather as a fatherly | 
gorrection, thag a legal punifhment for offences. 


: 
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twain. Let his armour be near to Fingal; and 
the fword of dark-brown Luno. I am waked on 
my hills ; with morning I defcend to war.” 

High * on Cormul’s rock, an oak is flaming 
to the wind. ‘The grey fkirts of mift are rolled 

~ around; thither ftrode the king in his wrath. 
Diftant from the hoft he always lay, when battle 
‘burnt within his foul. On two fpears hung his 
fhield on high ; the gleaming fign of death ; that 
fhield, which he was wont to ftrike, by night, 
before he rufhed to war. It was then his war- 
riors knew, when the king was to lead in ftrife 5 
for never was this buckler heard, till the wrath 
of Fingal arofe. Unequal were his fteps on high, 
as he fhone in the beam of the oak; he was 
dreadful as the form of the fpirit of night, when 
he cloaths, on hills, his wild geftures with mift, 
and, iffuing forth, on the troubled ocean, mounts 
the car of winds. 

Nor fettled, from the ftorm, is Erin’s. fea 
of war! they glitter, beneath the moon, and, 
low-humming, {till roll on the field. Alone 

F2 are 


* The rock of Cormul is often mentioned in the preceding 
part of the poem.» It was on it Fingal and Offian ftood to view 
the battle. The cuftom of retiring from the army, on the 
night. prior to their engaging in battle, was univerfal among 
the kings of the Caledonians. Trenmor, the moft renowned 
of the anceftors of Fingal, is mentioned as the firft who infti- 
tuted this cuftom. Succeeding bards attributed it to a hero 
ofa later period. In anold poem, which begins with Mac- 

_ Arcath na ceud frol, this cuftom of retiring from the army, be- 
fore an engagement, is numbered, among the wife inftitutiors 
of Fergus, the fon of Arc or Arcath, the firft king of Scots. 1 
fhall here tranflate the paffage; in fome other note I may, 

“probably, give all that remains of the poem. Fergus of the 
bundred jtreams, fon of Arcath who fought of old: thou didft firft 
retire at night ; when the foe rolled before thee, in echoing fields. 
Nor bending in reft is the king: he gathers battles in his foul, fly, 
fon of the Jrranger ! with morn be foall rufo abroad, When, or 
by whom, this poem was written, is uncertain, 


ca 
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are the fteps of Cathmor, before them on the 


heath; he hangs forward, with all his arms, on 
Morven’s flying hoft. Now had he come to the 
moffy cave, where Fillan lay in night. One tree 
wes bent above the fiream, which glittered over 
therock. ‘There fhone to the moon the broken 
fhield of Ciatho’s fon; vg: near it, on grafs, Jay 
hairy-footed Bran *. He had miffed the chief 
on Mora, and ‘Tehnched shim along the wind. 
He thought that the blue-eyed hunter flept ; he 
lay upon his fhiell. No blaft came over the 
heath, unknown to bounding Bran. 

Cathmor faw the white-breaifted dog ; he faw 
the broken fhield. Darknefs is blown back on 
‘his foul; he remembers the falling away of the 
people. They come, a ftream ; are rolled away; 
another race fucceeds. -** But fome mark the 
fields, as they pafs, with their own mighty 
names. ‘The heath, through dark-brown years, 
is theirs ; fome blue ftream winds to their fame. 
Cf thefe be the chief of Atha, when he Jays. him 

down 
.*:T remember to have met with in old poem, wherein a 
ftory of this fort is very happily introduced. In one of the” 


invafions of the Danes, Ullin-clundu, a confiderable chief, | 
on the weftern coaft of Scotland, was killed in a rencounter ~ 


with a flying party of the enemy, who had landed, at no great © 


-dittance, from the place of hisrefidence. ‘The few followers 


who attended him were alfo flain. The young wife of Ullin- 7 
.clundu, who had not ‘heard of his fall, fearing the worit, on I 


account of his long delay, alarmed the reft of his tribe, whol 
went in fyarch of him along the fhore. ‘They did not find 
-him; and the beautiful widow became difconfolate. At 
length he was difcovered, by means of his dog, who fat on a 


rock befide the body, for fome days. ‘The ftanza concerning _ ' 
the dog, whofe name was Du-chos, or Blackfoot, is defcriptive. - 


“« Dark-tided Duchos! feet of wind! cold is thy feat on 
rocks. He (the dog) fees the roe: his ears are high; and 


half he bounds away. He looks around; but Ullin fleeps3 
he droops again his head. The winds come paft; dark Due - 
chos,. thinks that Ullin’s voice is there. But ftill he beholds | 


him filent, laid amidft the waving heath. Dark-fided Due 
chos, his voice.no more fhall] fend thee over the heath ?’’ 


pS. a 


$ 
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down on earth. Often may the voice of future 
times meet Cathmor in the air: when he {trices 
from wind to wind, or folds himfelf in the wing 
of a ftorm.” 

Green Erin gathered round the king, to hear 
the voice of his power. Their joyful faces bend, 
unequal, forward, in the light of the oak. ‘They 
who were terrible were removed : Lubar * winds 
again in their Loft. Cathmor was that beam 
from heaven which fhone when his people were | 
dark. He was honoured in the midft. ‘Their 
fouls rofe with ardour around. ‘The king alone 
no gladnefs fhewed ; no ftranger he to war ! 

“¢ Whi is the king fo fad,” faid Malthos eagle- 
eyed ? « Remains there a foe at Lubar? Lives 
there among them, who can lit the fpear? Not 
fo peaceful was thy father, Borbar-duthul +, king 

F 3 of 


* In order to illuftrate this paffage, it is proper to lay be- 
fore the reader the fcene of the two preceding battles. Be- 
tween the hills of Mora and Lona lay the plain of Moi-lena; 
through which ran the river Lubar. ‘The firft battle, where- 
in Gaul, the fon of Morni, commanded on the Caledonian 
fide, wasfought on the banks of Lubar. Ass there was little 
advantage obtained on either fide, ihe armiés, after the'bat- 
tle, retained their former pofitions. 

In the fecond battle, wherein Fillan commanded, the Irifh, 
after the fall of Foldath, were driven up the hill of Lona; 
but, upon the coming of Cathmor to their aid, they regained 
their former fituation, and drove back the Caledonians, in 
theirturn: fo that Lubar winded again in their hoft. 

+ Borbar-duthul, the father of Cathmor, was the brother 
of that Cole-ulla, who is faid, in the beginning of the fourth 
book, to have rebelled againft Cormac king of Ireland. Bor- 
bar-duthul feemsto have retained all the prejudice of his fa- 
mily againft the fucceffion of the pofterity of Conar, on the 
Irifh throne. From this fhort epifode we learn fome facts 
_ which tend to throw light on the hiftory of the times. It ap- 

pears, that, when Swaran invaded Ireland, he was only op- 
_poled by the Caél, who poffeffed Ulfter, and the north of 
that ifland. Calmar, the fon of Matha, whofe gallant beha- 
viour and death are related in the third book of Fingal, was 
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of fpears. His rage was a fire that always burn- 
ed: his joy over fallen foes was great. ‘Three 
days featted the grey-haired hero, when he heard 
that Calmar fell: Calmar who aided the race of 
Ullin, from Lara of the ftreams. Often did he 
feel, with his hands, the fteel which, they faid, 
had pierced his foe. He felt it with his hands, 
for Borbar-duthul’s eyes had failed. Yet was 
the king a fun to his friends; a gale to lift their 
branches round. Joy was around him in his 
halls: he loved the fons of Bolga. His name 
remains in Atha, like the awful memory of 
ghofts, whofe prefence was terrible, but they 
blew the ftorm away. Now let the voices * of 
Erin raife the foul of the king; he that fhone 
when war was dark, and laid the mighty low. 
Fonar, from that grey-browed rock, pour the 
tale of other times: pour it on wide-{fkirted 
Erin, as it fettles rounds’ 

« To me,” faid Cathmor, “ no fong fhall 
rife; nor Fonar fit on the rock of Lubar. ‘The 
mighty there dre laid low. Difturb not their 
rufhing ghofts. . Far, Malthos, far remove the 
found of Erin’s fong. I rejoice not over the foe, 
when he ceafes to lift the pear. With morn- 
ing we pour our ftrength abroad. Fingal is 
wakened on his echoing hill.” 


Like 


the only chief of the race of the Fir-bolg, that joined the Caél, 
or Irifh Caledonians, during the invafion of Swaran. The — 
indecent joy, which Borbar-duthul expreffed, upon the death 
of Calmar, is well fuited with that fpirit of revenge, which 
_ fubfifted, univerfally, in every country where the feudal fyf- 
tem was eftablifhed. It would appear that fome perfon had — 
carried to Borbar-duthul that weapon, with which, it was — 
pretendéd, Calmar had been killed. ; 

* The yoices of Erin, a poetical expreflion for the bards of 
Ireland. 
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Like waves, blown back by fudden winds, 
Erin retired, at the voice of the king. Deep- 
rolled into the field of night, they fpread their 
humming tribes. Beneath his own tree, at in- 
tervals, each + bard fat down with his harp. 
They raifed the tong, and touched the {tring : 
each to the chief he loved. Before a burning 
oak Sul-malla touched, at times, the harp. She 
touched the harp, and heard, between, the 
breezes in her hair. In darknefs near, lay the 
king of Atha, beneath an aged tree.. ‘The beam 
of the oak was turned from him;. he faw the 

F 4. maid,. 


+ Not only the kings; but’ every petty chief had anciently 
their bards attending them in. the field; and thofe bards, in 
propo:tion to the power of the chiefs, who retained them, had- 
a number of inferior bards in their train. Upon folemn occa- 
fions, allthe bards, in the army, would join in one chorus ; 
either when they celebrated their victories, or lamented the 
death of a perfon, worthy and renowned, flain in the war. 
‘The words were of the compofition of the arch-bard, retained 
by the king himfelf, who generally attained to that high office 
on account of his fuperior genius for poetry. As the perfons 
of the bards were facred, and the emoluments of their office 
confiderable, the order, in fucceedings times, became very 
numerous and infolent. It would appear, that, after the in- 
troduction of Chriftianity, fome ferved in the double capacity 
of bards and clergymen. It was, fro this circumftance, that 
they had the name ef Ch/é-e, which is, probably, derived from 
the Latin Clericus. ‘The -€#iére, be their name derived from 
what it will, became, at laft, a public nuifance ; for, taking 
advantage of their facred character, they went about, in great 


- bodies, and lived, at difcretion, in the houfes of the chiefs ; 


till another party, of the fame order, drove them away by 
mere dint of fatire. Some of the indelicate difputes of thefe: 
worthy poetical combatants are handed down, by tradition, 
and fhew how much the bards, at laft, abufed the privileges, 
which the admiration of their countrymen had conferred on 
the order. It was this infolent behaviour that induced the 
chiefs to retrench their number, and to take away thofe privi- 
leges which they were no longer worthy to enjoy. ‘Their indo- 
lence, and difpofition to Jampoon, extinguifhed all the poeti- 
cal fervour, which diftinguifhed their predeceffors, and makes 
us the lefs regret the extin€tion of the order. 
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maid, but was not feen. His foul poured forth, 
in fecret, when he beheld her fearful eye. “ But 
battle is before thee, fon of Borbar-duthul.” 

Amidft the harp, at intervals, fhe liftened 
whether the warrior flept. Her foul was up; 
fhe longed, in fecret, to pour her own fad fong. — 
‘The field is filent. On their wings, the blafts of 
night retire. The bards had ceafed; and me- © 
teors came, red-winding with their ghofts. ‘The © 
fky drew dark: the forms of the dead were — 
blended with the clouds. But heedlefs bends the 
daughter of Conmor, over the decaying flame. 
‘Thou wert alone in her foul, car-borne chief of 
Atha. She raifed the voice of the fong, and 
touched the harp between. 

« Clun-galo * came; fhe miffed the maid. — 
Where art thou beam of light ? Hunters, from 
the mofly rock, faw ye the blue-eyed fair? Are ~ 
her fteps on graffy Lumon; near the bed of © 
roes? Ah me! I behold her bow in the hall. — 
Where art thou, beam of light °” . , 

«« Ceafe +, love of Conmor, ceafe ; I hear thee | 
not on the ridgy heath. My eye is turned to_ 
the king, whofe path is terrible in war. He for 
whom my foul is up, in the feafon of my reft. 
Deep-bofomed in war he ftands, he beholds me 
not from his cloud. Why, fun of Sul-malla, — 
doft thou not look forth? I dwell in darknefs — 
here; wide over me flies the fhadowy miit. Filled — 
with dew are my locks: look thou from thy cloud, — 
O fun of Sul-malla’s foul!” * * * * * ** Ri 

*5 

* Clun-galo, the wife of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, and i § 
the mother of Sul-malla. She is here reprefented, as miffing — 
her daughter, after fhe had fled with Cathmor. iz, 

+ Sul-maila replies to the fuppofed queftions of her mothere 
Towards the middle of this paragraph fhe calls Cathmor the — 
fun of ber foul, and continues the metaphor throughout. ‘This — 


book ends, we may fuppofe, about the middle of the third 
night, from the opening of the poem. 


’ 


IN EIGHT BOOKS. 


BOOK VIL 


ARGUMENT to-Boox VII. 


Tis book begins about the middle of the third night from 
the opening of the poem. The poet defcribes a kind of 
mift, which rofe, by night, from the lake of Lego, and 
was the ufual refidence of the fouls of the dead, during the 
interval between their deceafe and the funeral fong. The 
appearance of the ghoft of Fillan above the cave where his 
body lay.. His voice comes to Fingal, on the rock of Cor- 
mul. The king ftrikes the fhield of Trenmor, which was 
an infallible fign of his appearing in arms himfelf. The ex- 
traordinary effe& of the found of the fhield. Sul-malla, — 
farting from fleep, awakes Cathmor. Their affecting dif- 
courfe. She infifts with him to fue for peace: he refolves 
to continue the war. He direéts her to retire to the neigh- 
bouring valley of Lona, which was the refidence of an old 
Druid, until the battle of thenext day fhould be over. He 
awakes his army with the found of his fhield. The thield 
defcribed. Fonar, the bard, at the defire of Cathm or, res 
lates the firft fettlement of the Fir-bolg in Ireland, under 
their leader Larthon. Morning comes, Sul-malla retires 


to the valley of Lona, A Lyric fong concludes the book. 


Eisen) cio, A gieke a Ree 


BOOK VII. 


From the wood-fkirted waters of Lego, af- 
cend, at times, grey-bofomed mifts ; when the 
gates of the weft are clofed, on the fun’s eagle- 
eye. Wide, over Lara’s ftream, is poured the 
vapour dark and: deep: the moon, like a dim 
fhield, is fwimming thro’ its folds. With this, 
clothe the fpirits of old their fudden geftures on 
the wind, when they ftride, from blaft to blaft,. 
along the dufky night. Often, blended with the 
gale, to fome warrior’s grave *, they roll the 
mift, a grey dwelling to his ghoft until the fongs 
arife. 

A found came from the defart ; it was Conar, 
king of Inis-fail. He poured his mift on the 
grave of Fillan, at blue-winding Lubar. Dark 

and 


* As the mift, which rofe from the lake of Lego, occafion= 
ed difeafes and death, the bards feigned that it was the refi- 
dence of the ghofts of the deceafed, during the interval be-. 
tween their death, and the pronouncing of the funeral elegy 
over their tombs; for it was not allowable, without that cere- 
mony was performed, for the {pirits of the dead to mix with 
their anceftors, iz their airy halls. It was the bufinefs of the 
{pirit of the neareft relation to the deceafed, to take the mift 
of Lego, and pour it over the grave. We find here Conar, the 
fon of Trenmor, the firft king of Ireland, performing this of- 
fice for Fillan, as it was in the caufe of the family of Conar 
that that hero was killed, . 
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and mournful fat the ghoft, in his grey ridge of. 


fmoak. The blaft, at times, rolled him toge- 
ther: but the form returned again. It returned 
with bending eyes, and dark winding of locks of 
mift. : 

It was * dark. The fleeping hoft were ftill, 
in the fkirts of night.- The*flame decayed, on 
the hill of Fingal; the king lay lonely on his 
fhield. His eyes were half-clofed in fleep; the 
voice of Fillan came. Sleeps the hufband of 
Clatho? Dwells the father of the fallen in reft ? 
Am I forgot in the folds of darknefs ; lonely in 
the feafon of night ?” 

<< Why doft thou mix,” faid the king, “ with 
the dreams of thy father ? Can I forget thee, my 
fon, or thy path of fire in the field? Not fuch 
come the deeds of the valiant on the foul of Fin- 
gal. ‘They are not there a beam of lightning, 
which is feen, and is then nomore. I remem- 
ber thee, O Fillan ! and my wrath begins to rife.” 

The king took his deathful fpear, and ftruck 
the deeply-founding fhield: his fhield that hung 
high in night, the difmal fign of war! Ghofts 
fled on every fide, and rolled their gathered forms 
on the wind. Thrice from the, winding vale 
arofe the voice of deaths. ‘The harps * of the 
bards, untouched, found mournful over the hill. 

He 


* The following is the fingular fentiment of a frigid bard. 
« More pleafing to me isthe night of Cona, dark-{tream- 


ing from Offian’s harp ; more pleafant it is to me, than a * 


white-bofomed dweller between my arms; thama fair-handed 
daughter of heroes, in the hour of reft.”” 

‘hough tradition is not very fatisfa@tory concerning the 
hiftory of this poet, it has taken care to inform us, that he was 
wery old when he wrote the diltich, a circumftance which we 
might have fuppofed, without the aid of tradition. ‘ 

+ It was the opinion of ancient times, that, on the night 

preceding the death of a perfon worthy and ite ge the 

; arps 


i a ie 
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He ftruck again the fhield; battles rofe in the 
dreams of his hoft. ‘The wide-tumbling ftrife is 
gleaming over their fouls. Blue-fhielded kings 
defcend to war. Backward-looking armies fly ; 
and mighty deeds are half-hid, in the bright 
gleams of fteel. 

But when-the third found arofe, deer ftarted 
from the clefts of their rocks. The fcreams. of 
fowl are heard, in- the defart, as each flew, 
frighted on his blaft.. he fons of Selma half- 
rofe, and half-aflumed their fpears. But filence 
rolled back on the hoft: they knew the fhield of 
the king. Sleep returned to théir eyes; the 
field was dark and ftill. 

No fleep was thine in darknefs, blue-eyed 
daughter of Conmor ! Sul-malla heard the dread- 
fulfhield, and rofe, amid the night. Her fteps 
are towards the king of Atha. ‘ Can danger 
fhake his daring foul!” In doubt, fhe ftands, 
with bending eyes. Heaven burns with all its 
ftars. 

_ Again the fhield refounds! She rufhed. She 
ftopt. Her voice half-rofe. It failed. She faw 
him, amidit his arms, that gleamed to heaven’s 
fire. She faw him dim in his locks, that-rofe to 
nightly wind. Away, for fear fhe turned her 
fteps. Why {fhould the king of Erin awake ? 
Bre. Thou 


harps of thofe bards, who were retained by his family, emit- 
ted melancholy founds. This was attributed to the light touch 
of ghofts; who were fuppofed to have a fore-knowledge of 
events. The fame opinion prevailed long in the north, and 
the particular found was called, the warning voice of the dead. 
The voice of death, mentioned in the preceding fentence, was 
of a different kind. Each perfon was fuppofed to have an 
attendant fpirit, who affumed his form and voice, on the 
night preceding his death, and appeared, to fome, in the atti- 
tude, in which the perfon was to die. The voices oF 
DEATH were the foreboding thricks of thofe fpirits, 


‘ 
ad 
‘ 


Thou art not a dream to his reft, daughter of © 


P 
TInis-huna.” : 
More dreadful rings the fhield. Sul-malla 4 
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ftarts. Her helmet falls. Loud echoes Lubar’s © 
rock, as over it rolls the fteel. Burfting from — 
the dreams of night, Cathmor half-rofe, beneath _ 
his tree. He faw the form of the maid, above 

him, on the rock. A red ftar, with twinkling © 
beam, looked thro’ her floating hair. 5 

«© Who comes thro’ night to Cathmor, in the 
feafon of his dreams? Bring’ft thou aught of 
war? Who art thou, fon of night? Stand’ft 
thou before me, a form of the times of old? A © 
voice from the fold of acloud, to warn me of the © 
danger of Erin ?” 

«© Nor lonely feout am I, nor voice from fold- 
ed cloud,” fhe faid; ** but I warn thee of the © 
danger of Erin. Doft thou hear that found ? — 
It is not the feeble, king of Atha, that rolls his — 
figns on night.” : 

© Let the warrior roll his figns,” he replied 5 — 
« to Cathmor they are the founds of harps. My — 
joy is great, voice of night, and burns over all 
my thoughts. This is the mufic of kings, on ~ 
lonely hills, by night; when they light their — 
daring fouls, the fons of mighty deeds! The ~ 
feeble dwell alone, in the valley of the breeze 5 _ 
where mifts lift their morning fkirts, from the 
blue winding ftreams.” 

«‘ Not feeble, king of men, were they, the 
fathers of my race. ‘They dwelt in the folds of 
battle, in their diftant lands. Yet delights not — 
my foul, in the figns of death! He *, who” 

never 


* Fingal is faid to have never been overcome in battle. 
From this proceeded that title of honour which is always be- 
ftowed on him in tradition, Fits gal na buai’, FINGAL oF Vice 

TORIES, 


¢ 
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never yields, comes forth: O fend the bard of 
peace !” 

Like ‘a dropping rock, in the defart, ftood 
Cathmor in his tears. Her voice came,a breeze, 
on his foul, and waked the memory of her land ; 
where fhe dwelt by her peaceful ftreams, before 
he came to the war of Conmor. 

“Daughter of ftrangers,” he faid (fhe trem- 
bling turned away), long have I marked thee 
in thy fteel, young [pine of Inis-huna. But my 
foul, I faid is folded in a ftorm. Why fhould 
that beam arife, till my fteps return in peace? 
Have I been pale in thy prefence, as thou bidft 
me to fear the king? The time of danger, O 
maid, isthe feafon of my foul; for then it {fwells, 
a mighty ftream, and rolls me on the foe.” 

«¢ Beneath the mofs-covered rock of Lona, 
near his own loud ftream; grey in his locks of 
age, dwells Clonmal * king of harps. Above 
him is his echoing tree, and the dun bounding 
of roes. ‘The noife of our ftrife reaches his ear, 
as he bends in the thoughts of years. ‘There let 
thy reft be, Sul-malla, until our battle ceafe. 
Until I return, in my arms, from the {fkirts of 
the evening mift, that rifes, on Lona, round the 
dwelling of my love.” 

A light 


Tories. In a poem juft now in my hands, which celebrates 
fome of the great actions of Arthur the famous Britifh hero, 
that appellation is often beftowed onhim. ‘The poem, from 
the phrafeology, appears to be ancient ; and is, perhaps, tho’ 
that is not mentioned, a tranflation from the Welfh lan- 
guage. 

* Claon-mal, crooked-eye-brow. From the retired life of this 
perfon, is infinuated, that he was of the order of the Druids ; 
which fuppofition is not, at all, invalidated by the appella 
tion of Ling of harps, here beftowed on him ; for all agree that 
the bards were of the number of the Druids originally. 


~~ 
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Alight fell on the foul of the maid; it rofe 
kindled before the king. She turned her face to 
Cathmor, from.amidit her waving locks. Sooner 
{hall the eagle of heaven be torn, from the ftream. 
of his roaring wind, when he fees the dun prey, 
before him, the young fons of. the bounding roe, 
than thou, "O Cathmor, be turned from the. 
ftrife of renown... Soon may I fee thee, warrior, 
from the fkirts of the. evening mift, when it is. 
rolled around me, on. Lona of the ftreams. 
While yet thou art diftant far, ftrike, Cathmor, 
ftrike the fhield, that joy may return to my 
darkened foul, as] lean on the mofly rock. But 
if thou fhouldft fall, I am in the land of ftran- 


gers; O fend thy voice, from thy cloud, to the. 


maid of Inis-huna!” 


‘© Young branch of green-headed Lumon,,, 


why doft thou fhake in the ftorm? Often has 
Cathmor returned, from darkly-rolling wars. 
The darts of death are but hail to me; they: 
have often rattled along my fhield. I have rifen 


brightened from battle, like a meteor from a. 


ftormy cloud. Return not, fair beam, from thy 
vale, when the roar of battle grows. ‘Then might 
the foe efcape, as from my fathers of old. * 
«They told to Son-mor*, of Clunar +, wha 
was flain by Cormac infight. Three days dark- 


-ened Son-mor, over his brother’s fall. His 


fpoufe beheld the filent king, and forefaw his 
fteps to war. She prepared the bow, in: fecret, 
to attend her blue-fhielded hero.. To her dwelt 

darknefs, 


* Sén-mor, tall bandfome man. He-was the father of Bor- 
bar-duthul, chief of Atha, and grandfather to Cathmor him- 


felf. 
+ Cluan-er, man of the field. This chief was killed in bats 


tle by Cormac Mac-Conar, king of Ireland, the father of Ros- 
crana, the firft wife of Fingal. The ftory is alluded to in 


fome ancient poems, 


a, y \ 
numa 
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darknefs, at Atha, when he was not there. 
From their hundred ftreams, by night, poured 
down the fons of Alnecma. They had heard the 
fhield of the king, and their rage arofe. In 
clanging arms, they moved along, towards Ullin 
of the groves. Son-mor ftruck his fhield, at 
times, the leader of the war. 

«Far behind followed Sul-allin*, over the 
ftreamy hills. She was a light on the mountain, 
when they croffed the vale below. Her {teps 
were ftately on the vale, when they rofe on the 
mofly hill. She feared to approach the king, 
who left her in echoing Atha. But when the 
roar of battle rofe; when hoft was rolled on 
hoft ; when Son-mor burnt, like the fire of hea- 
ven in clouds, with her fpreading hair came 
Sul-allin; for fhe trembled for herking. He 
ftopt the rufhing ftrife to fave the love of heroes. 
The foe fled by night; Clunar flept without his 
blood; the blood which ought to be poured 
upon the warrior’s tomb. 

«‘ Nor rofe the rage of Son-mor, but his days 
were filent and dark. Sul-allin wandered, by 
her grey ftreams, with her tearful eyes. Often 
did fhe look, on the hero, when he was folded 
in his thoughts. But fhe fhrunk from his eyes, 
and turned her lone fteps away. Bauitles rofe, 
like a tempeft, and drove the mift from his 
foul. He beheld, with joy, her fteps in the 
hall, and the white rifing of her hands on the 
harp.” 

+ In his arms ftrode the chief of Atha, to where 
his fhield hung, high, jn night : high on a mofly 

bough, 


* Suil-alluin, beautiful ; the wife of Son-mor. 
+ Toavoid multiplying notes, I fhall give here the fignifi- 
cation of the names of the ftars, engraved on the ihield. Cean- 
mathon, 
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bough, over Lubar’s ftreamy roar. Seven boffes: 
rofe on the fhield; the feven voices of the king, 
which his warriors received, from the wind, and 
marked over all their tribes. 

On each bofs is placed a ftar of night; Can- 
mathon with beams unfhorn; Col-derna rifing” 
from a cloud: Uloicho robed in mift; and the 
foft beam of Cathlin glittering on a rock. 
Smiling, on its own blue wave, Reldurath: 
half-finks its weftern light. ‘The red eye of Ber- 
th @ looks, thro’ a grove, onthe hunter, as he © 
returns, by night, with the fpoils of the bound— 
ing roe. Wide, in the mift, arofe the cloud- 
lefs beams of ‘Ton-théna, that ftar which looked; 
by night, on the courfe of the fea toffed Lar- 
thon: Larthon, the firft of Bolga’s race, who 
travelled on the winds *. White-bofomed fpread 
the fails of the king, towards ftreamy Inis-fail ; 
dun night was rolled before him, with its {kirts 
of mift. Unconftant blew the winds, and rolled» 
him from wave to wave. ‘Then rofe the fiery- 
haired Ton-théna, and fmiled from her parted — 
cloud. Larthon + bleffed the well-known beam,. — 
as it faint-gleamed on the deep. 4 
Beneath. — 


mathon, head of the bear, Col-derna, flant and frarp beam. 
Ul-oicho, ruler of night. Cathlin, beam of the wave. Reul-- — 
durath, far of the twilight. Berthin, fire of the bill. ‘Tone 
théna, meteor of the waves. Thefe etymologies, excepting 
that of Ceanmathon, are pretty exact. Of it Iam not fo 
certain; for it is not very probable, that the Firbolg had? 
diftinguifhed a conftellation, fo very early as the days of Lar- 

thon, by the name of the bear. 

*® To travel on the winds, a poetical expreffion for failing. 

+ Larthon is compounded of Lear, fea, and thon, wave. 
This name was given to the chief of the firft colony of the 
Firbolg, who fettled in Ireland, on account of his knowledge in 
navigation. A part of an old poem is ftill extant, concerning 
this hero. It abounds with thofe romantic fables of giant i. 

an 
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Beneath the fpear of Cathmor, rofe that voice 
which awakes the bards. ‘They came, dark- 
winding, from every fide ;-each with the found 
of his harp. Before them rejoiced the king, as 
the traveller, in the day of the fun; when he 
hears, far rolling around, the murmur. of moifly 
ftreams ; ftreams that burft, in thedefart, from 
the rock of roes. 

ss Why,” faid Fonar, “ hear we the voice of 
the king, in the feafon of his reft ? Where the 
dim forms of thy fathers bending in thy dreams? 
Perhaps they ftand on that cloud, and wait for 
Fonar’s fong; often they come to the fields 
where their fons are to lift the fpear. Or fhall 
our voice arife for him who lifts the {pear no 
more; he that confumed the field, from Moma 
of the groves ? 

« Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard 
of other times. High fhall his tomb rife, on 
Moi-lena, the dwelling of renown. But, now, 

roll 


and. magicians, which diftinguifhed the compofitions of the 
lefs ancient bards. ‘The defcriptions, contained in it, are in- 
genious, and proportionable to the ntagnitude of the perfons 
introduced; but, being unnatural, they are infipid and tedi- 
ous. Had the bard kept within the bounds of probability, his 
genius was far from being contemptible. The exordium of 
his poem is not deftitute of merit ; but it is the only part of it, 
that I think worthy of being prefented to the reader. 

“ Who firft fent the black fhip, thro’ ocean, like a whale 
thro’ the burfting of foam? Look, from thy darknefs, on 
Cronath, Offian of the harps of old! Sendthy light on the 
blue-rolling waters, that I may behold the king. I fee him 
dark in his own ‘fhell of oak! fea-tofied Larthon, thy foul is 
firong. It is carelefs as the wind of thy fails; asthe wave 
that rolls by thy fide. - But the filent green ifle is before thee, 
with its fons, who are tall as woody Lumon; Lumon which 
fends from its top, a thoufand ftreams, white-wandering 
down its fides.” 

It may, perhaps, be for the credit of this bard, to tranflate 
no more of this poem, for the continuation of his defeription 
of the Irifh giants betrays his want of judgment, 
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roll back my foul to the times of my fathers > 

to the years when firft they rofe, on Inis-huna’s 
waves. Nor alone pleafant to Cathmor is the 

remembrance of wood-covered Lumon. Lumorr 

of the ftreams, the dwelling of white-bofomed 
maids.. . 
«¢ Tumon *' of the ftreams, thou rife on Fo=_ 
nar’s foul! Thy fun is on thy fide, on the rocks © 
of thy bending trees.. The dun roe is-feen from j 
thy furze ; the deer lifts his branchy head 5 for” 
he'fees, at times, the hound, on:the Half coven 3 
ed heath. Slow, on the vale, are the fteps oF 
maids ; the Aer daughters of the bow : 7 
they lift their blue eyes to the hill, from amidft 7 
their wandering locks. Not Phkre is the firide — 
of Larthon, chief of Inis-hun2. He mounts the 
wave on his own dark oak, in Cluba’s ridgy bay- © 
That oak which he cut from Lumon, to bound.” 
along the fea. The maids turn their eyes away, 
left the king flould be lowly-laid ; for never hac 
they feen a fhip, dark rider of the wave ! 
«© Now he dares to call the winds, and to mix 
with the mift of ocean. Blue. Inis-fail .rofe, in 
fmoak; but dark-fkirted ni ight eame down.."The 
fons ar Bolga feared:. The fiery haired 'Ton- 
thena rofe.. Culbin’s bay received the fhip, m 
the bofom of its echoing woods. ‘There, iflued 
a ftream, from Diuthuma’s horrid cave; where 
{pirits gleamed, at: Cas) with their half-finithed 
forms. | 
<¢ Lar thon | : 


* Lumon was a hill, in Inis-huna, near the refidence r | : 
Sul-malla. This epifode has an mace ty connection with q 
what is faid of Larthon, in the defeription of Cathmor's: 
fhield. 


4 
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«¢ Dreams defcended on Larthon: he faw feven 
fpirits of his fathers. He heard their half-form- 
ed words, and dimly beheld the times to come. 
He beheld the kings of Atha, the fons of future 
days. ‘They led their hofts, along the field, 
| dike ridges of mift, which winds pour, in autumn ~ 

over Atha of the groves. 

«¢ Larthon raifed the hall of Samla *, to the 
mufic of the harp. He went forth to the roes of 
Erin, to their-wonted ftreams. Nor did he for- 
get green-headed Lumon; he often bounded 

- over his feas, to where white-handed Flathal + 
Jooked from the hill of roes. Lumon of the 
foamy ftreams, thou rifeft on Fonar’s foul !” 

Morning pours from the eaft. The mifty heads 
-of the mountains rife. Valleys fhew, on every fide, 
the grey-winding of their ftreams. His hoft 

heard the fhield of Cathmor: at once they rofe 
around ; like a crowded fea, when firft it feels 
_-the wings of the wind. The waves know not 
avhither to roll ; they lift their troubled heads. 

Sad and flow retired Sul-malla to Lona of the 
Mtreams. She went and often turned ; her blue 
-eyes rolled in tears. But when fhe came to the 
rock, that darkly-covered Lona’s vale, fhe look- 
_-ed, from her burfting foul, on the king; and 
“funk, at once, behind. 

Son of Alpin, ftrike the ftring. Is there 
-aught of joy in the harp ? Pour it then on the 
foul of Offian : it is folded in mift. I hear thee, 
O bard! in my night. But ceafe the lightly- 
trembling found. The joy of grief belongs to 
Offian, amidft his dark-brown years. 

Ullin, 


* Samla, apparitions, fo called from the vifion of Larthon, 
oncerning his pofterity. 

+ Flathal, heavenly, exguifitely beautiful, She was the wile 
of Larthon, 


7 -e 
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Green thorn of the hill of ghofts, that fhak 
thy head to nightly winds! I hear no found i 
thee; is there no fpirit’s windy fkirt now ruft 
ling in thy leaves ? en are the fteps of the 
dead, in the dark-eddying blafts ; when the moon, 
a dun fhield, from the eaft, is rolled along the 
fky. e : 
“Ohi, Carril, and Ryno, voices of the days 
of old! Let me hear you, while yet it is dark, 
to pleafe and awake my foul. I hear you not, 
ye fons of fong ; in what hall of the clouds is 
your reft’? Do you touch the fhadowy harp, 
robed with morning mift, where the ruftling fun 
comes forth from his green-headed waves ? 
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ARGU ME ny to Book VIII, 


The fourth morning, from the opening of the poem, comes 


. 


on. Fingal, ftill continuing in the place, to which he had | 
retired on the preceding night, is feen, at intervals, thro’ 
the mift, which covered the rock of Cormul. The defcent 
of the king is defcribed. He orders Gaul, Dermid, and 
Carril the bard, to go to the valley of Cluna, and conduc, 
from thence, to the Caledonian army, Ferad-artho, the 
fon of Cairbre, the only perfon remaining of the family of 
Conar, the firft king of Ireland. The king takes the com-_ 
mand of the army, and prepares for battle. Marching to-— 
wards the enemy, he comes to the cave of Lubar, where — 
the body of Fillan lay. Upon feeing his dog Bran, who lay 
at the entrance of the cave, his grief returns. Cathmor 
arranges the Irifh army in order of battle, The appearance 
of that hero. The general confit is defcribed. The ac- 
tions of Fingal and Cathmor. A ftorm. The total rout of 
the Firbolg. The two kings engage, in a column of mift, 
on the banks of Lubar. Their attitude and conference af-_ 
ter the combat. The death of Cathmor. Fingal refigns ' 
the [pear of Trenmor to Offian. The ceremonies obferved” 
on that occafion. The fpirit of Cathmor, in the mean) 
time, appears to Sul-malla, in the valley of Lona. Her 
forrow. Evening comes on, A feaft is prepared. The 
coming of Ferad-artho is announced by the fongs of an 
hundred bards. The poem clofes with a fpeech of Fingal. — 
Ki 
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As when the wintry winds have feized the 
waves of the mountain-lake, have feized them, 
in ftormy night, and cloathed them over with 
ice; white, to the hunter’s early eye, the bil- 
lows {till feem to roll. He turns his ear to the 


found of each unequal ridge. But each is filent, 


gleaming, ftrewn with boughs and tufts of grafs, 
which fhake and whiftle to the wind, over their 
erey feats of froft. So filent fhone to the morn- 


ing the ridges of Morven’s hoft, as each warrior 


looked up from his helmet towards the hiil of the 


‘king; the cloud-covered hill of Fingal, where 


he ftrode, in the folds of mift. At times is the 
hero feen, greatly dim in all his arms. From 
thought to thought rolled the war, along his 


mighty foul. 


Now is the coming forth of the king. Firft 
appeared the {word of Luno; the fpear half iffu- 
ing from acloud, the fhield ftill dim in mift. 
But when the firide of the king came abroad, 


“with all his grey, dewy locks in the wind ; then 


rofe the fhouts of his hoft over every moving tribe. 
Vou. U, G dhey 
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They gathered, gleaming, round, with all their G 
echoing fhields. So rife the green feas round a 
fpirit, that comes down from the fqually wind. — 
“The traveller hears the found afar, and lifts his 1 
head over the rock. .He looks on the troubled — 
bay, and thinks he dimly fees the form. The — 

waves fport, unwieldy, round, with all their ; 
backs of foam. 

Far-diftant ftood the fon of Morni, ‘Duthno’e 
ace, and Cona’s bard. We ftood far-diftant ; 
each beneath his tree. "We fhunned the eyes of © 
the king ; we had not conquered in the field, 
A little ftream rotled at. my feet : I touched its — 
light wave, with my fpear. I touchedit withmy — 
{pear nor there was the foul of Offiari. It dark- 
iy rofe, from thought to thought, and fent abroad 
the figh. 

« Son-of:Morni,” faid the king, “ Dermid, 
Fnunter of roes! why are ye dark, like two rocks, 
each with its trickling waters? No wrath gathers — 
on Fingal’s foul, againft the chiefs of men. Ye — 
are my ftrenipth in battle ; the kindling of my joy | 
in peace. My early voice has been a pleafant gale © 
to your ears, when Fillan prepared the bow. ‘The ~ 
fon of Fingal is not here, nor yet the chace of the ~ 
bounding‘roes. But why fhould the breakers of ~ 
Shields ftand, darkened, far away ?” Bt 

Tall they ftrode towards the .king ; they faw 
him turned to Mora’s wind. ‘His tears came if 
down, for his blue-eyed fon, who flept in the 
‘cave of ftreams. But he brightened before them, | 
and fpoke.tothe broad-fhielded kings. 

«© Crommal, with woody. rocks, and mifty top, ij 
the field of winds, pours forth, tothe fight, blue 
~ Lubar’s ftreamy roar. Behind it rolls clear-wind- 4 
ing Lavath, in the ftill vale of deer. A cave is 
dark i in arock ; above it ftrong-winged eagles” . 

: dwell 5 -” 
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dwell; broad-headed oaks, before it, found in 
Cluna’s wind. Within, in his locks of youth, is 
Ferad-artho *, blue-eyed king, the fon of broad- 
fhielded Cairbar, from Ullin of the roes. He 
liftens to the voice of Condan, as, grey, he 
bends in feeble light. He liftens, for his foes 
dwell. in the echoing halls of Temora. He 


- comes, at times, abroad, in the fkirts of mift, to 


y 


pierce the bounding roes. When the fun looks 
on the field, nor by the rock, nor itream, is he! 
He fhuns the race of Bolga, who dwell in his fa- 
ther’s hall. Tell him, that Fingal lifts the fpear 
and that his foes, perhaps, may fail.” 

G 2 <“ Lift 


* Ferad-artho was the fon of Cairbar Mac-Cormac king of 
Ireland. He was the only one remaining of the race of Conar, 
the fon of Trenmor, the firft Irifh monarch, according to 
Oilian. In order to make this paffage thoroughly underftood, 
it may not be improper to recapitulate fome part of what has 
been faid in preceding notes., Upon the death of Conar the 
fon of Trenmor, his fon Cormac fucceeded on the Irifh throne. 
Cormac reigned long. His children were, Cairbar, who fuce 
‘ceeded him, and Ros-crana, the firft wife of Fingal. Cairbar, 
long before the death of his father Cormac, had taken to wife 
Bos-gala, the daughter of Colgar, one of the moft powerful 


‘chiefs in Connaught, and had, by her, Artho, afterwards 
-king of Ireland. Soon after Artho arrived at man’s eftate, 


his mother Bos-gala died, and Cairbar married Bel-tanno 
the daughter of Conachar of Ullin, who brought him a fon, 
whom he called Ferad-artho, i. e. a zaw in the place of Artbo. 
“The occafion of the name was this : Artho, when his brother 
“was born, was abfent, on an expedition, in the fonth of Ire- 
“Vand. A falfe report was brought to his father, that he was 
killed. Sah ag to ufe the words of a poem on the fubject, 
* darkened for bis fairehaired fon. He turned to the young beam of 
“light, the fon of Baltanno of Conachar. Thou fealt be Farad=artho, 
be Jaid, 2 fire before thy race. Cairbar, foon after died, nor did 
Artho long furvive him. Artho was fucceeded, in the Trifh 
throne, by his fon Cormac, who, in his minority, was mur- 
dered by Cairbar, the fon of Wiebat-dn tina Ferad-artho, 
ays tradition, was very young, when the expedition of Fingal 
to fettle him on the throne of Ireland, happened, During the 
fhort 
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« Lift up, O Gaul, the fhield before him. 


Stretch, Dermid, Temora’sfpear. Be thy voice. - 
in-his ear, O Carril, with the deeds-of his fae 
thers. Lead him to.green Moi-lena, to the dufky 
- field of ghofts ; for there, 1 fall forward, in bat- — 
tle, in the folds of war. ‘Before dun night de- 
fcends, come to high Dunmora’s top. Look, 
from :the grey fkirts of mift, on Lena of the 
Streams. If.there my ftandard fhall float on 
swind, over Lubar’s gleaming ftream, then has 
not Fingal failed in the laft-of his fields.” 

Such were his words ; ner aught replied the 
-filent, ftriding kings. hey looked fide-long, on 
‘Erin’s hoft, and darkened, as they went. Never 
‘before had they left the king, in the midft of 
the ftormy field. Behind them, touching at _ 
times his harp, the grey-haired Carril moved. 
_ He forefaw the fall of the people, and mournful 
was.the found! It was like a breeze that comes, _ 
‘by fits, over Lego’sreedy Jake ; when fleep half 
-defcends on the hunter, within his mofly cave. 

he Why 


etek. Csaba: Py eter ten a Ted 


a= 


Lon 
Short reign of young*Cormac, Ferad-artho lived-at the royal — 
-refidence of Temora. Upon the murder of the king, Condan, __ 
the bard, conveyed Ferad-artho, privately, to the cave of i 
Cluna, behind the mountain Crommal, in: Ulfter, where they 
-both lived concealed, during the ufurpation of the family of | 
Atha. A late bard has delivered the whole hiftory, in a poem i 
jaft now in-my-poffeffion. It has little merft, if we except 
gthe feene between Ferad-artho, and the meffengers of Fingal, i 
-upon their arrival, in the valley of Cluna. After hearing of 
the great actions of Fingal, the young prince propofes the fol- 
‘lowing queftions concerning him, to Gaul and Dermid : “Is _ 
the king tall as the rock of my cave? Is his fpear a fir of 
Cluna? Is he a reugh-winged blaft, on the mountain, which 
takes the green oak by the head, and tears it from its hill? © 
AGlitters Lubar within his ftride, when he fends ‘his ftately — 
fteps along. Nor is he tall, faid Gaul, as that rock: nor © 
glitter ftreams within his ftrides, but his foul is a mighty | 


Mood, like the ftrength of Ullin’s feas.” 
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«¢ Why bends the bard of Cona,” faid Fingal, 


* over his fecret ftream? Is this a time for forrow, 
father of low-laid Ofcar? Be the warriors* re- 
membered in-peace;. when’ echoing fhields are 
heardno more.. Bend, then, in. grief, over the 
flood, where blows the mountain’ breeze... Let 
them pafs: on thy foul; the blue-eyed dwellers of 
the tomb. But Erin rolls to war ; wide-tumbling, 
rough, and dark. Lift, Offian, lift the ihield. 
Tam alone, -my fon !” 

As comes the fudden yoice of winds to the be-- 
éalmed fhip- of Inis-huna, and drives. it large, 
along the deep, dark rider of the wave; fo the 
voice of Fingal fent Offian, tall, along the heath. - 
He lifted high his: fhining fhield, in the dufky 
wing of war: likethe broad, blank moon, in the 
fkirt of a cloud, before the ftorms arife-. 


G 3. Loud 


~ * Malvina is-fuppofed to fpeak the following foliloquy : 
- Malvina is like the bow of the fhower, in the fecret val- 
ley of ftreams; it is bright, but the drops of heaven are roll- 
ing on its blended light. They fay, that lam fair within my 
Jocks, but, on my brightnefs, is the wandering of tears. Dark- 
nefs flies over my foul, asthe dufky wave of the breeze, 
along the grafs of Lutha. Yet have not the roes failed me, 
when I moved between the hills. Pleafant, beneath my white 
hand, arofe the found of harps. . What then, daughter of Lu- 
tha, travels over thy foul, like the dreary path of a ghoft, along 
the nightly beam? Should the young warror fall, in the roar 
of his troubled fields! Young virgins of Lutha arife, call back 
_ the wandering thoughts of Malvina. Awake the voice of the 
harp, along my echoing vale. Then fhall my foul come forth 
like a light from the gates of the morn, when clouds are roll+ 
ed around them, with their broken fides. 
_ “ Dweller of my thoughts, by night, whofe form afcends 
in troubled fields, why doft thou ftir up my foul, thou far- 
diftant fon of the king ? Isthat the fhip of my love, its dark 
courfe through the ridges of ocean? How art thou fo fudden, 
Ofcar from the heath of fhields ?” 

The reft of this poem confifts of a dialogue between Ullin 
and Malvina,-wherein the diftrefs of the latter is carried to 
the higheft pitch, 
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Loud from mofs-covered Mora, poured down, © 


at once, the broad-winged war. Fingal led his 
people forth, king of Morven of ftreams. On 
high fpreads the eagle’s wing. His grey hair is 


poured on his fhouldérs broad. In thunder are: 


his mighty ftrides. He often ftood, and faw be- 
hind, the wide-gleaming rolling of armour. A 
rock he feemed, grey over with ice, whofe woods 
are high in wind. Bright ftreams leap from its 
head, and fpread their foam on blafts. 


Now he came to Lubar’s cave, where Fillan - 


darkly flept. Bran {till lay on the broken fhield : 
the eagle-wing is ftrewed by the winds. Bright, 
from withered furze, looked forth the hero’s 
fpear. ‘Then grief ftirred the foul of {the king, 
like whirlwinds blackening on a lake. He turn- 
ed his fudden ftep, and leaned on his bending 
Tpear. | 

White-breafted Bran came bounding with joy 
to the known path of Fingal. He cameand look- 


ed towards the cave, where the blue-eyed hunter — 
lay, for he was wont to ftride, with morning, to — 
the dewy bed of the roe. It was then the tears — 
of the king came down, and all his foul was dark. ~ 
But as the rifing wind rolls away the ftorm of 
rain, and leaves the white ftreams to the fun, © 
and high hills with their heads of grafs: fo the 
returning war brightened the mind of Fingal. He 


bounded *, on his fpear, over Lubar, and ftruck 


his echoing fhield. His ridgy hoft bend forward, — 
Nor ¥ 


at once, with all their pointed fteel. 


* The Irifh compofitions concerning Fingal invariably 


fpeak of him as a giant. Ofthefe Hibernian poems there are © 


now many in my hands, From the language, and illufions 
to the times in which they were writ, I fhould fix the date of 


their compofition in the fifteenth and fixteenth centuries. In 


fome 


. 
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Nor Erin heard, with fear, the found: wide 
they came rolling along. Dark Malthos, in the 
wing of war, looks forward from fhaggy brows. 
Next rofe that beam of light Hidalla;: then the 
fide-long-looking gloom of Maronnan. | Bhue- 
fhielded Clonar: lifts the fpear ;. Cormar flakes 


_ his ‘bufhy locks on the wind.- Slowly, from be- 
-hinda rock, rofethe bright form of Atha. Firft 


appeared his two pointed fpears, then the half of 
his burnifhed fhield : like the rifing of a nightly 
meteor, over the vale of ghofts. But when he 
fhone all abroad : the hofts plunged, at once, in- 
to ftrife. ‘The gleaming waves of iteel are pour- 
ed on either fide.- ; 

As meet two troubled feas, with the rolling of 
all their waves, when they feel the wings of con- 
tending winds, in the rock-fided frith of Lumon ; 

Wd | G4 along 


fome paffages, the poetry is far from wanting merit, but the 
fable is unnatural, and the whole conduct of the pieces injudi- 
cious. I fhall give one inftance of the extravagant fictions of 
the Irifh bards, ina poem which they, moft unjuftly, afcribe 
to Offian. The ftory of it is this: Ireland being threatened 
with an invafion from fome part of Scandinavia, Fingal fent 
Offian, Ofcar, and Ca-olt, to watch the bay, in which, it was 
expected, the enemy wastoland. Ofcar, unluckily, fell afleep 
before the Scandinavians appeared ; and, great ashe was, fays 
the Irifh bard, he had one bad property, that no lefs could wak- 
en him, before his time, than cutting off one of his fingers, or 
throwing a great {tone againft his head ; and it was dange- 
rous to come near him on thofe occafions, till he had recovered 
himfelf, and was fully awake. Ca-olt, who was employed by 
Offian to waken his fon, made choice of throwing the ftone 
againit his head, as the leaft dangerous expedient. ‘The ftone 
rebounding from the hero’s head, fhook, as it rolled along, the 
hill for three miles round. Ofcar rofe in rage, fought bravely, 
and, fingly, vanquifhed a wing of the enemy’s army. ‘Thus 


_ the bard goes on, till Fingal put an end to the war, by the 


total rout of the Scandinavians. Puerile, and even defpicable 
as thefe fictions are, yet Keating and O'Flaherty have no bet- 
ter authority than the poems which contain them, for al] that 
they write concerning Fion Mac-coninal, and the pretended 


auilitia of Ireland, . 


1g 
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along the échoing hills is the dim courfe of 
ghofts : from the blaft fall the torn groves on the 
deep, amidit the foamy path of whales. So mix- 
ed the hofts ! Now Fingal ; now, Cathmor came 


abroad. ‘The dark tumbling of death is before. 


them: the gleam of broken fteel is rolled on 
their fteps, as, loud, the high-bounding kings 
hewed down the ridge of fhields. 
Maronnan fell, by Fingal, laid large acrofs 
a ftream. The waters gathered by his fide, and 
leapt grey over his bofly fhield. Clonar is pierced 
by Cathmor: nor yet lay the chief onearth. An 
oak feized his hair in -his fall. His helmet rolled 
on the ground. By its thong, hung his broad 
fhield; over it wandered his ftreaming blood. 
‘Fla-min * fhall weep, in the hall, and ftrike her 
_ heaving breaft. a . 
Nor 


* Tla-min, mildly foft. ‘The loves of Clonar and Tlamin 
were rendered famous in the north, by a fragment of a lyric 
poem. It isa dialogue between Clonar and Tlamin. She 
begins with a foliloquy, which he overhears. | 

Tramin.—* Clonar, fon of Conglas of I-mor, young hun- 
_ ter of dun-fided roes! where art thou laid, amidft rufhes, be- 
neath the pafling wing of the breeze ? I behold thee, my love, 
in the plain of thy own dark ftreams! The clung thorn is 
rolled by the wind, and ruftles along his fhield. Bright in 
his locks he lies: the thoughts of his dreams fly, darkening, 
over hisface. Thou thinkeft of the battles of Offian, young 
jon of the echoing ifle !- 

“ Half hid, in the grove, 1 fit down. Fly back, ye mifts 
of the hill. Why fhould ye hide her love from the blue eyes 
of Tlamin of harps ?”” : 

CLronar.— Asthe fpirit, feen in a dream, flies off from 
our opening eyes, we think, we behold his bright path be- 
tween the clofing hills; fo fled the daughter of Clun-gal, 


from the fight of Clonar of fhields. Arife from the gather- — 


ing of trees; blue-eyed Tlamin arife. 
Tramin.—* I turn me away from his fteps. Why fhould 
he know of my love! My white breaft is heaving over fighs, 
as foam on the dark courfe of ftreams. But he pafles away, 
in his arms! Son of Conglas, my foul is fad, 
CLONARs 


\ 
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Nor did Offian forget the fpear, in the wing- 
of his war. He ftrewed the field with dead. 
Young Hidalla came. Soft voice of ftreamy 
Clonra! Why doft thou lift the fteel? O that 
we met, in the itrife of fong, in thy own rufhy 
vale !” Malthos beheld him low, and darkened 
as he rufhed along. On either fide of a ftream, 
we bend in the echoing ftrife. Heaven comes 
rolling down: around burft the voices of {qually 
winds. Hills are clothed, at times, in fire. 
Thunder rolls in wreaths of mift. In darknefs 
fhrunk the -foe: Morven’s warriors ftood aghaft. - 
Still [bent over the ftream, amidft my whiftling | 
locks. 

Then rofe the voice of Fingal, and the found . 
of the flying foe... I faw the king, at times, in . 
lightning, darkly-ftriding in his might. I ftruck © 
my echoing fhield,.and hung forward on the - 
fteps of Alnecma: the foe is rolled before me, 
like a wreath of fmoak.~ 
- The fun looked forth from his cloud. The: 
hundred ftreams of:Moi-lena fhone. Slow rofe 
the blue columns of mift, againft the glittering - 
hill. « Where are the mighty kings * ? Nor by 

Gos, that 


Crow ar.—“ It- was the fhield of Fingal! the voice of kings - 
from Selma of harps! My path is towards green Erin. Arife, 
fair light, from thy fhades. -Come to the field of my foul, . 
there is the {fpreading of hofts.. Avife, on Clonar’s troubled 
foul, young daughter of the blue-thielded Clangal.”’ 

Clungal was the chief of I-mor, one of the Hebrides. 

* Fingal and Cathmor. ‘The conduct here is perhaps pro- 
per. The numerous defcriptions-of fingle combats have al. 
ready exhauited the fubje¢t. Nothing new, nor adequate to 
our high idea of the kings, can be faid. A column of mif is 
thrown over the whole, and the combat is left to the imagi- 
nation of the reader. Poets have almoft univerfally failed in 
their defcriptions of this fort. Not all the ftrength of Homer 
could fultain, with dignity, the ~inutic ef a fingle combat. 

The 
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that ftream,: nor wood are they! I hear'the © 


clang of arms! Their ftrife is in the bofom of 
that mift. Such is the contending of {pirits in a 
nightly cloud, when they ftrive for the wintry 
wings of wind, and the rolling of the foam-co- 
vered waves. __ c 

I rufhed along. The grey mift rofe. Tall, 
gleaming, they {ftood at Lubar. Cathmor leaned 
againft'a rock. His half-fallen fhield received 
the ftream, that leapt from the mofs above. 
Towards him is the ftride of Fingal: he faw the 
~hero’s blood. His fword fell flowly to his fide. 
He fpoke, midft his darkening joy. ; 

«¢ Yields the race of Borbar-duthul? Or ftill 
does he lift the fpear ? Not unheard is thy name, 
at Atha, in the green dwelling of ftrangers. It 
has come, like the breeze of his defart, to the 
ear of Fingal. Come to my hill of feafts : the 
mighty fail, at times. No fire am I to low-hid 
foes: I rejoice not over the fall of the brave. 
To clofe * the wound is mine: I have known 
the herbs of the hills. I feized their fair heads, 
on high, as they waved by their fecret fireams. 

Thou 


A 
The throwing of a fpear, and the braying of a fhield, as fome 
of our own poets moft elegantly exprefs it, convey no magni- 
ficent, though they are ftriking ideas. Our imagination 
firetches beyond, and confequently, defpifes, the defcription. 
It were, therefore, well, for fome poets, in my opinion, (tho’ 
‘itis, perhaps, fomewhat fingular) to have, fometimes, thrown 
mift over their fingle combats. ; 


* Fingal is very much celebrated, in tradition, for his 


knowledge in the virtues of herbs. The Irifh poems, con- 
cerning him, often reprefent him curing the wounds which 
his .chiefs received in battle. ‘They fable concerning him, 
that he was in poffeffion of a cup, containing the effence of 
herbs, which inftantancoufly healed wounds. ‘The knowledge 
of curing the wounded, was, till of late, univerfal among the 
Highlanders. We hear of no other diforder, which required 
the {kill of phyfic. The wholefomenefs of the climate, and an 
active life, fpent in hunting, excluded difcafes. 
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Thou art dark and filent, king of Atha of 


ftrangers !” 

« By Atha of the ftream,” he faid, ‘there 
rifes a mofly rock. Qn its head is the wandering 
of boughs, within the courfe of winds. Dark, in 
its face, is a cave, with its own loudrill. ‘There 
have I heard the tread of {trangers *, when they 
pafled to my hall of fhells. Joy rofe, like a 
flame, on my foul: I bleft the echoing rock. 
Here be my dwelling, in darknefs ; in my grafly 
vale. From this I fhall mount the breeze, that 
purfues my thiftle’s beard ; or look. down,. on | 
blue-winding Atha, from its wandering mitt.” 

« Why {peaks the king of the tomb? Offian! 
the warrior has faile¢@! Joy meet.thy foul, like 
a ftream, Cathmor, friend. of ftrangers | My 
fon, I hear the call of years ;. they take my 
{pear as they pafsalong.. Why does. not Fingal, 
they feem to fay,. reft within his» hall? Doft 
thou always delighc. in. blood.. In the tear. of 
the fad’? No: ye dark-rolling years, Fingal de- 
lights not in blood.. Tears are wintry ftreams 
that wafte away my foul.. But, when I lie down 
to reft, then comes the mighty voice of war. It 
awakes me, in’ my: hall, and calls forth all my 
fteel.. It fhall call it. forth no more; Offian, 
take 


* Cathmor reflects, with pleafure, even in his laf mo- 
ments, on the relief he had afforded to ftrangers. ‘The very 
tread of their feet was pleafant in hisear. His hofpitality was 
not paifed unnoticed by the bards ; for, with them, it became 
a proverb, when they defcribed the hofpitable difpofition ofa 
hero, that he was like Cathmor of Atha, the friend of ranger Fe 
{t will feem ftrange, that, in all the Irifh poems, there is no 
mention made of Cathmor. This mui be attributed to the 
revolutions and domettic confufions which happened in that if- 
Jand; and utterly cut off all the real traditions concerning fo 
ancient a period. All thatwe have related of the ftate of 
Treland before the fifth century is ef late invention, aud the 
work of ill-informed fenachies and injudicious bards, 


332 T EM.O ‘RB AS Boox VIE, 


take thou thy father’s fpear. Lift it, in battle, 
when the proud arife. saree 

«« My fathers, Offian, trace my fteps; my 
deeds are pleafant to their eyes. Wherever f 
come forth to battle, on my field, are their 
columns of mift. But mine arm refcued ‘the 
feeble; the haughty found my rage was fire. 


Never over the fallen did mine eye rejoice. For 


this *, my fathers fhall meet me, at the gates 
of their airy halls, tall, with robes of light, 
with mildly-kindled eyes. But, to the proud 
in arms, they are darkened moons in heaven, 
which fend the fire of night red-wandering over 
their face. . 

«“ Father of heroes, Trenmor, dweller of 
eddying winds! I give thy fpear to Offian, let 
thine eye rejoice. ‘Thee have I feen, at times, 
bright from between thy clouds ; fo appear to my 
fon, when he is to lift the fpear: then fhall he 
remember thy mighty deeds, though thou art 
now but a blaft.” 

He gave the fpear to my hand, and raifed, at 
once, a ftone on high, to fpeak to future times, 
with its grey head of mofs. Beneath he placed a 
{word + in earth, and one bright bofs er a 

ield. 


* The Celtic nations had fome ideas of rewards, and per- 
baps of punifhments, after death, Thofe who behaved, in 


life, with bravery and virtue, were received, with joy, tothe 


airy halls of their fathers; but tie dark in foul, to ufe the ex- 


preffion of the poet, were {purned away from the habitation of if 


beroes, to wander on all the winds. Another opinion, which 
prevailed in thofe times, tended not a little to make indivi- 


Be ' 
duals emulous to excel one another in martial atchievements. 


lt was thought, that, in the hail of clouds, every one hada 
fiat, raifed above others, in proportion as he excelled them, 
in valour, when he lived. af 
+ There are fome ftones ftill to be feen in the north, which 
were erected as memorials of fome remarkable tranfactions 
. between - 
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“fhield. Dark in thought, a-while, he bends: 
_ his words at length, came forth. 

«¢ When thou, O ftone, fhall moulder down, 
and lofe thee, in the mofs of years, then {fhall 
the traveller come, and whiftling pafs away. 
Thou know’{ft not, feeble man, that fame once 
fhone on Moi-lena. Here Fingal refigned his 
fpear, after the laft of his fields. Pafs away, 
thou empty fhade! in thy voice there is no re- 
nown. ‘Thou dwelleft by fome peaceful ftream ; 
yet a few years, and thou art gone. No one 
remembers thee, thou dweller of thick mift! 
But Fingal fhall be clothed with fame, a beam 
of light to other times; for he went forth, in 
echoing fteel, to fave the weak in arms.” 

Brightening in his fame, the king {trode ta 
Lubar’s founding oak, where it bent, from its 
rock, over the bright-tumbling ftream. Beneath 
it is a narrow plain, and the found of the fount 
of the rock. Here the ftandard * of Morven 
poured its wreaths on the wind, to mark the 
way of Ferad-artho, from his fecret vale. Bright 
from his parted weft, the fun of heaven looked 
abroad. ‘The hero faw his people, and heard 
their fhouts of joy. In broken ridges round, 
they glittered to the beam. ‘The king rejoiced, 
as a hunter in his own green vale, when, after the 
ftorm is rolled away, he fees the gleaming fides 

of 


between the ancient chiefs. There are generally found, be- 
neath them, fome piece of arms, and a bit of half-burnt 
wood. The cauie of placing the laft there is not mentioned 
in tradition. 

* ‘The erecting of his ftandard on the bank of Lubar, was 
the fignal which Fingal, in the beginning of the book, pro- 
mifed to give to the chiefs, who went to conduct Ferad-artho 
to the army, fhould he himfelf prevail in battle. This ftand- 
ard here is called the fun-beam. The reafon of this appella- 
tion, I gave in my notes on the poem intitled Fingal, 
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of the rocks. The oreen thorn fhakes its head — 


in their face; from their top look forward the 
roes. 

Grey *, at his mofly cave, is bent the aged » 
form of Clonmal. ‘The eyes of the bard had 
failed. He leaned forward, on his ftaff. Bright, 
in her locks, before him, Sulanalté liftened to 
the tale; the tale of the kings of Atha, in the 


days of old. The noife of battle had ceafed in. , 


his ear: he ftopt, and raifed the fecret figh. 
The fpirits of the dead, they faid, often light- 
ened along his foul. He faw the king of Atha 
low, beneath his bending tree. 

“© Why art thou dark,” faid the: maid:? 


« The ftrife of arms is paft. Soom? fhall he q 


come to thy cave, ever thy winding ftreams. 
‘The fun looks from the rocks of the weft. The 


mifts of the lake arife. Grey, they fpread on £ 


that hill, therufhy dwelling of roes.. From the 


mift fhall my king .appear! Behold, he comes _ 
in his arms. Come to the cave of Clonmal, Q — 


my beft beloved !” 


It was the {pirit of Cathmor, ftalking, large, 
a gleaming form. .He funk by the hollow — 
ftream, that roared between the hills. “It was | 
-but the hunter,” fhe faid, ‘ who fearches for 
the bed of the roe. His fteps are not forth to — 
war; his fpoufe expects him with night. He — 
hall, whiftling, return with the fpoils of the — 


dark: 4 


* The Genie is or to the'valley of Lona, whither Sul- 


malla had been fent, by Cathmor, before the battle. Clon- 


mal, an aged bard, or rather druid, as he feems here to bee Af 
endued with a prefcience of events, had long dwelt there ina _ 
cave. ‘This fcene is calculated to throw a melancholy gloom f 


over the mind. 
+ Cathmor had promifed, in the feventh book, to come to 
the cave of Clonmal, after the battle was over. 
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dark brown hinds.” Her eyes were turned to the 
hill; again the ftately form came down. She 
rofe in the midft of joy. He retired again in 
mift. Gradual vanifh his limbs of fmoke, and 
mix with the mountain wind. Then fhe knew 
that he fell! « King of Erin art thou low !” 
Let Offian forget her grief; it waftes the foul 
of age *. 

Evening came down on Moi-lena. Grey rolled 
the ftreams of the land. Loud came forth the 
voice of Fingal: the beam of oaks arofe. The 
people gathered round with gladnefs ; with glad- 
-nefs blended with fhades. They fidelong looked 

to the king, and beheld .his unfinifhed joy. 
Pleafant, from the way of the defart, the voice 
of 


* Tradition relates, that Offian, the next day, after the 
decifive battle between Fingal and Cathmor, went to find 
out Sul-malla, im the valley of Lona. His addrefs to her 
follows : 

“ Awake, thou daughter of Conmor, from the fern-fkirt- 
ed cavern of Lona. Awake, thou fun-beam in defarts; war- 
riors one day muft fail. They move forth, like terrible lights ; 
but, often their cloud is near. Go to the valley of ftreams, 
to the wandering of herds, on Lumon; there dwells, in his 
lazy mift, theman of many days. But he is unknown, Sul- 
malla, like the thiftle of the rocks of roes; it fhakes its grey 
beard, in the wind, and falls, unfeen of our eyes. Not fuch 
are the kings of men, their departure is a meteor of fire, 
which pours its red courfe, from the defart, over the bofom 
of night. 

“ He is mixed with the warriors of old, thofe fires that 
have hid their heads. At times fhall they come forth in fong. | 

_Not forgot has the warrior failed. He has not feen, Sul- 

malla, the fall of a beam of his own: no fair-haired fon, in 
his blood, young troubler of the field. Iam lonely, young 
branch of Lumon, I may hear the voice of the feeble, when 
my ftrength fhall have failed in years, for young Ofcar has 
ceafed, on his field.”’ * * * * 

Sulmalla returned to her own country. She makes a 
confiderable figure in another poem; her behaviour in that 
Piece accounts for that partial regard with which the poet 
ought to fpeak of her throughout ‘l'emora. 
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of mufic came. It feemed, at firft, the noife 
of a ftream, far-diftant on its rocks. Slow it 
rolled along the hill, like the ruffled wing of a 
breeze, when it takes- the tufted beard of the 
rocks, in the ftill feafon of night. It was the — 
voice of Condan, mixed with Carril’s trembling _ 
harp. They came, .with blue-eyed Ferad-artho, . 
to Mora of the ftreams. . 
Sudden burfts the fong from our bards, on — 
Lena: the hoft ftruck their fhields amidft the © 
found. Gladnefs rofe brightening on the king, 
like the beam. of a cloudy day, when it rifes, on 
the green hill, before the roar of winds. He, — 
ftruck the bofly fhield of kings; at once they. — 
ceafe around. The people lean forward, from » 
their fpears, towards the voice of their land *. \ 
«¢ Sons of Morven, fpread the feaft ; fend the © 
night awayin fong. Ye have fhone around me, , 
and the dark ftorm is paft. My people are the ~ 
windy rocks, from which I fpread my eagle-~ 


Wings, 


. 
ee a ee 


* Before I finifh my notes, it may not be altogether impro- — 
per to obviate an objection, which may be made to the cre--- 
dibility of the ftory of Temora. It may he afked, whether 
it is probable, that Fingal could perform fuch actions as.are: _ 
~afcribed to him in this book, at an age when his grandfon, 
Ofcar, had acquired fo much reputation in arms, ‘To this it — 
may be anfwered, that Fingal was but very young [book 4th] ~ 
when he took to wife Ros-crana, whg foon after became the» — 
mother of Offian. Offian was alfo extremely young when he-__ 
married Ever-allin, the mother of Ofcar. Tradition relates, — 
that Fingal was but eighteen years old at the birth.of his fon — 
Offian; and that Offian was much about the fame age, when _ 
Ofcar, his fon, was born. Ofcar, perhaps, might be about. 
twenty, when he was killed, in the battle of Gabhra, [book 
ift] fo the age of Fingal, when the decifive battle was fought 
between him and Cathmor, was juft fifty-fix years. In thofe — 
times of a@ivity and health, the natural ftrength and vigour 
of a man was little abated, at fuch anage; fo that there is 
nothing improbable in the actions of Fingal, as related mm 
this book. 
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wings, when I rufh forth to renown, and feize 


it on its field. Offian, thou haft the fpear of 


Fingal; it is not the ftaff of a boy with which he 


ftrews the thiftle round, young wanderer of the 


field. No: it is the lance of the mighty, with 
which they ftretched forth their hands to death. 
Look to thy fathers, my fon; they are awful 
beams. With morning lead Ferad-artho forth 


_ to the echoing halls of Temora. Remind him 


of the kings of Erin; the ftately forms of old. 


_ Let not the fallen be forgot, they were mighty 


inthe field. Let Carril pour his fong, that the 


kings may rejoice in their mift. ‘To-morrow I 
{pread my fails to Selma’s fhady walls: where 
Ee Duthula winds through the feats of 


roes,’ 
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ARGUM™M EN T 


Conlath was the youngeft of Morni’s fons, and brother to the= 
celebrated'Gaul. He was in love with Cuthéna the daugh=- 
ter of Rumar,; when Tofcar the fon of Kinfena, aecompa= + 
nied by Fercuth his friend, arrived, from Ireland, at Mo-- 
ra, where Conlath dwelt... He-was hofpitably received, and, . 

according to the cuftom: of the times, feafted-three days + 

_ with Conlath.. Onthe fourth he fet fail, and coafting the = 
ifland of waves, one of the Hebrides, he faw Cuthéna hunt-- 
ing, fell in love with her, and carried.her away, by force, 
in his fhip. He was forced by~ftrefs of weather, into: et 
Isthona, a defart ifle. In the mean time Conlath, hearing-: 
of the rape, failed after him, and found him on the point:> 
of failing for the coaft of Ireland. They fought; and they 
and. their followers fell by mutual wounds. Cuthdéna did= 
rot long furvive : for fhe died of grief the third day after. : 
Fingal, hearing of their unfortunate death, feat Stormal.i 

the fon of Moran to. bury them, but: forgot todend a bard. 
to fing the funeral fong over their tombs. ‘The ghoft of~ 

‘ Conlath comes, long. after, to Offian, to intreat him. to = 
tran{mit, to. pofterity, his and Cuthona’s fame. For it P 
was the opinion of the times, that the. fouls-of the se 


ceafed were not happy, till their elegies were. competed - 
by a bard. 1 


CONLATH ann CUTHONA: 


2 fe E MW. 


D ID not Offian hear a voice ? or is it the 
found of days that are no.more? Often does the 
-memory of former times come, like the even- 
ing fun, on my foul. The noife ofthe chace is 


renewed. In thought, I lift the fpear. But 
-*Offian did -hear a voice! Who art thou, fon of 
“might? The children .of the feeble are afleep. 
_ The midnight wind is in my hall. Perhaps it is 
othe fhield of Fingal that echoes to the blaft. 
dt hangs in Offian’s hall. He feels it fometimes 
with his hands. ‘Yes! I hear thee, my friend }! 


Long has thy voice been abfent from mine ear ! 


., What brings thee, on thy cloud, to Offian, fon 


-of generous Morni? Are the friends of the aged 
smear thee? Where is Ofcar, fon of fame? He 


_ gwas often near thee, O Conlath, when the found 


-of battle arofe. 

Guost of ConLatuH.—Sleeps the fweet 
woice of Cona, in the midft of his ruftling © 
whall? Sleeps Offian in his hall, and his friends 
‘without their fame ? The fea rolls round dark 

I-thona 
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I-thona *. Our tombs are not feen in our ifle. 
How long fhall our fame be unheard, fon of re=_ 
founding Selma? a 

Ossian. O that mine eyes could behold thee ! 
_ Thou fitteft, dim, on thy cloud! Art thou like © 
the mift of Lano? An half-extinguifhed meteor 
of fire ? Of what are the fkirts of thy robe? Of 
what is thine airy bow ? He is gone on his blaft 
like the fhade of a wandering cloud. Come from 
thy wall, O harp! Let me hear thy found. Let 
the light of memory rife on Ithona. Let me be- 
hold again my friends! And Offian does behold” 
hhis friends, on the dark-blue ifle. The cave of 
‘Thona appears, with its moffy rocks and bending 
trees. A ftream roars at its mouth. Tofcar 
bends over its courfe. Fercuth is fad by his fide. 
Cuthona + fits at a diftance, and weeps. Does _ 
the wind of the waves deceive me ! ? Or dol hear — 
them {peak ? 

‘Toscar. »The night was ftormy. From 
their hills the groaning oaks came down.: The_ 
fea darkly-tumbled beneath the blaft. The roar=_ 
ing waves climbed againft our rocks. The light- 
ning came often and fhewed the blafted fern. Fer 
cuth ! I faw the ghoft who embroiled the nightf.. 
Silent he ftood, on that bank. His robe of mift 
flew on the wind. I could behold his tears. An 
aged man he feemed, and fullof thought! | 

a4 RCUTH. 


* [-thonn, #/land of waves, one of the nubaited weftern , 
ifles. 
+ Cuthona the daughter of Rumar, whom Tofcar had care i 
ried away by force. 

+ It was long thought in the north of Scotland, that ftorms 
were raifed by the ghofts of the deceafed. ‘This notion is ftill 
entertained by the vulgar ; for they think that. whirl-winds, _ 
and fudden fqualls of wind are occafioned by fpirits, who > 
tranfport themfelves, in that manner, from one place to ange 
ther. . 


oe ON Me: 1k} 


PercuTu. Ht was thy father, O Tofcar. 
He forefees fome death among his race. Such 
4was his appearance on Cromla, before the great 
~Maronnan* fell. Erin of hills of grafs! how 
-pleafant are thy vales? Silence is near thy blue 
ftreams. The funis on thy fields. Soft is the 
“found of the harp in Selama +. Lovely the cry 
ofthe hunter on Cromla. But we are in dark I- 
“thona, furrounded by the ftorm. The billows 
“dift their white heads above our rocks. We 
_tremble amid{t the night. 
' Toscar. Whither is the foul of battle fled, 
_Fercuth with locks of age? Ihave feen thee un- 
‘daunted in danger : thine eyes burning with joy 
anthe fight. Whither isthe foul.ef battle fled ? 
‘Our fathers never feared. Go: view the fet- 
fling fea: the ftormy wind is laid. The billows 
| {till tremble on the deep. They feem to fear the 
blaft. Go view the fettiing fea. Morning is grey 
a ‘ ‘ 
-onour rocks. The fun will look foon from his 
_eaft; in all his pride of light !. I lifted up my fails 
“with joy, before the halls of generous Conlath. 
‘My courfe was by a defart ifle: where Cuthona 
“purfued the deer. I faw her, like that beam of 
the fun that iffues from the cloud. Her hair 
was on her heaving breaft. She bending ferward 
drew the bow. Her white arm feemed, behind 
her, like the fnow of Cromla. Come to my foul, 
I faid, huntrefs of.the defart ifle 1! But fhe waftes 
her time in tears. She thinks of the generous 
onlath. Where can IJ find thy peace, Cutho- 
a, lovely maid ! 


Cu THONA. 


rt 

_ * Ma-ronnan was the brother of Tofcar. _ 

+ sf Selamath, beautiful to bebold, the name of Tofcar’s refi- 
| ence, on the coai of Uliter, near the mountain Crémls. 


| 
| 
) 


- 
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Curuona*. Adiftant fteep bends over the 
fea, with aged trees and mofly rocks. The billow 
rolls at its feet. In its fide is the dwelling of roes. 
The people call it Mora. There the towers of 
my love arife. There Conlath looks over the 
fea for ‘his only love. The daughters of the 
chace returned. He beheld their downcaft eyes. 
‘© Where is the daughter of Rumar ?” But they 
anfwered not. .My peace dwells on Mora, fon of 
the diftant land ! | ess 

Toscar. Cuthona fhall return to her peacet 
to the towers of generous Conlath. He is the 
friend of Tofcar! I have feafted in his halls !_ 
Rife, ye gentle breezes of Erin. Stretch my 
fails toward. Mora’s fhores. Cuthona fhall reft 
on Mora: but the days of Tofcar mutt be fad. I 
fhall fit in my cave in the field of the fun. The 
blaft will ruftle inmytrees. I fhall think it is | 
Cuthona’s voice.. But fhe is diftant far, m the 
halls of the mighty Conlath ! 

CutTuona. Ha! what cloud is that ? It car- 
ries the ghofts of my fathers. I fee the fkirts of 
their robes, like grey and watery mift. When 
fhall I fall, O Rumar? Sad’ Cuthona forefees 
her death. Will not Conlath behold me, before 
I enter the narrow houfe + ? 4] 

Ossian. He fhall behold thee, O maid. He 
comes along the heaving fea. The death of 
Tofcar is dark on his fpear. A wound is in his! 
fide! He is pale at the cave of Thona. He fhews 
his ghaftly wound. Where art thou with thy) 
tears, Cuthona ? The chief of Mora dies. ‘The 
vifion grows dim on my mind. I behold the chiefs 

<) “ no} 


* Cu-thona, the mournful found of the waves ; a poetical name 
given her on account of her mourning to the found of the: 
waves ; her name in tradition is Gorm-huil, the blue-eyed maids 

+ The grave, ; , 
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na more! But, O ye bards of future times, re- 
member the fall of Conlath with tears. He fell 
before his day. Sadnefs darkened in his hall, 
His mother looked to his fhield on the wall, and 
it was bloody +. She knew that her hero fell. 
Her forrow was heard on Mora. . Art thou pale 
on thy rock, Cuthona, befide the fallen chiefs ? 
Night comes, and day returns, but none appears 
to raife their tomb. Thou frighteneft the 
fcreaming fowls away. ‘Thy tears for ever flow. 
“Thou art pale as a watery cloud, that rifes from 
a lake ! 

The fons of green Selma came. They found 
Cuthona cold. They raifed a tomb over the 
heroes. She refts at the fide of Conlath! Come 
not to my dreams, O Conlath ! Thou haft re 
ceived thy fame. Be thy voice far diftant from 
my hall; that fleep may defcend at night. O 
that I could forget my friends: till my foot- 
fteps fhould ceafeto be feen { till I come among 
them with joy! and lay my aged limbs in the 
narrow houfe ! 


+ It was the opinign of the times, that the arms left by the 
heroes at home, became bloody the very infant their pwiters 
“were killed, though at ever fo greata diflance: 
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_ Fingal im his voyage to Lochlin, whither he had been invited 
~by-Starno the father of Agandecca, touched at Berrathon 
an ifland of Scandinavia, where. he was kindly entertained 
by Larthmor the petty king of the place, who was a vaffa 
of the fupreme kings of Lochlin. ‘The hofpitality of Larth 
* mor gained him Fingal’s friendthip, ,which that hero man ie 
fefted, ‘after the imprifonment-of Larthmor by his own fon 
-by fending Offian and Tofcar, the father of Malvina, &j 
often mentioned, to.refcue Larthmor, and to punifh the un-/ 
natural behaviour of Uthal, -Uthal was .handfome, a d 
-by the ladies, much admired. Nina-thoma, the beautify 
daughter of Torthéma, ancighbouring prince, fell in low) 
and fied with him. He proved unconftant ! for anothe| 
‘lady, whofe name is not mentioned, gaining his affections) 
he confined Nina-thoma to a.defart ifland near the coaft <} 
Berrathon. She was relieved by Offian, who, in compan 
_with Tofcar, landing on Berrathon, defeated the forces ¢) 
Uthal, and killed him in a fingle combat. Nina-thom 
whofe love not all the bad behaviour of Uthal could eraf 
-hearing of his death, died of grief. -In the mean tif } 
-Larthmor is reftored, and Offian ame Tofcar return in tf 
umph to Fingal. | 
The poem opens with an elegy on the death of Malvin] 
the daughter of Tofcar, and clofes with prefages of Offian 
death. 


Br ND thy blue’ courfe, O ftream! round’ 
the narrow plain of * Lutha. Let the green 

woods hang over it, from their hills: the fun 

look on it at noon. ‘The thittle is there on its’ 
rock, and fhakes its beard to the wind. The 

flower hangs its heavy head, waving, at times, 

to the gale: «©, Why doft: thou awake me, O- 
gale !” It feems to fay, ‘* I am covered with the 

drops ofheaven? ‘The time of my fading is near 

the blaft that fhall {catter my leaves. ‘To-mor- 

‘row fhall the traveller come; he that faw me in- 
‘my beauty fhall come.- His eyes will fearch the 

field, but they will not find me.” So fhall they 

fearch in vain, for the voice of Cona, after it 

has failed in the field.. The hunter fhall come 

forth in the morning, and the voice of my harp 

fhall not be heard.. ** Where is the fon of car- 

‘borne Fingal ?” The tear will be on his cheek ! 

‘Then come thou, O Malvina, with all thy mu- 

fic, come! Lay Ofan in the plain of Lutha: 

let his tomb rife in the lovely field. 

Melvina ! where art thou, with thy fongs, 
with the foft found of thy fteps? Son + of Alpin 
art thou near ? where is the daughter of Tofcar? 

H 3 «| paffed, 
 * Lutha, /wift fream. 


_ + His father was one of Fingal’s principal bards, and he 
had a poetical genius, 
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«< I paffed, O fon of Fingal, by Tor-lutha’s mof= 
fy walls. The fmoke of the hall was ceafed, 
Silence was among the trees of the hill. The 
voice of the chace was over. I faw the daugh= 
ters of the bow. I afked about Malvina, but 
they anfwered not. They turned their faces 
away : thin darknefs covered their beauty. They 
were like ftars, on a rainy hill, by night, each | 
looking faintly through her mift.” 
Pleafant * be thy reft, O lovely beam! foon | 
haft thou fet on our hill! The fteps of thy depar= "| 
ture were ftately, like the moon on the blue, |: 
trembling wave. But thou haft left us in dark<), 
nefs, firft of the maids of Lutha! We fit, at the) 
rock, and there is no voice 3; no light but the” 
meteor of fire! Soon haft thou fet, O Malvina, 
daughter of generous Tofcar! But thou rifeft | 
like the beam of the eaft, among the fpirits of thy 
friends, where they fit, in their ftormy halls,” 
the chambers of the thunder! A’ cloud hovers — 
~ over Cona. Its blue curling fides are high. ‘The ~ 
winds are beneath it, with their wings. Within 
it is the dwelling + of Fingal. ‘There the hero 
fits in darknefs. His airy {pear is in his hands 
His fhield, half covered with clouds, is like the 
darkened moon; when one half ftill remains in 
the wave, and the other looks fickly on the field! 
His friends fit around the king, on mift! 
They hear the fongs of Ullin: he ftrikes the 
* Offian fpeaks. He calls Malvina a beam of light, and 
continues the metaphor throughout the paragraph, a 
+ The defcription of this ideal palace of Fingal is agreeable 
to the notions of thofe times, concerning the ftate of the de-_ 
ceafed, who were fuppofed to purfue, after death, the plea- 
fures and employments of their former life. The fituatiom 
of the Celtic heroes, in their feparate ftate, if not entisely 
happy, is more agreeable, than the notions of the ancient 
Grecks concerning their departed heroes, . 


ea 
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hralf-viewlefs harp. He raifes the feeble voice. 
The leffer heroes, with a thoufand meteors, light 
the airy hall. Malvina rifes, in the midit; a 
blufh ison her cheek. She beholds the un- 
known faces of her fathers. She turns afide hes 
humid eyes. ‘ Art thou come fo foon ?” faid 
Fingal, “ daughter of generous Tofcar. Sad- 
nefs dwells in the halls of Lutha. My aged fon* 
is fad ! I hear: the breeze of Cona, that was 
wont to lift thy heavy locks. It comes to the 
hall, but thou art not-there.- Its voice is mourn- 
ful among the-arms of thy fathers ! Go, with thy 
tuftling wing, O breeze! figh on Malvina’s 
tomb. It rifes yonder beneath the rock, at the 
blue ftream of Lutha. The maids + are departed 
to their place.-'Thou alone, O breeze, mourneft 
there !” 

But who comes from the’ dufky weft, fup- 
ported-on a-cloud-? A {fmile is on his grey, 
watery face. His locks of miftfly onwind. He 
bends forward on his airy fpear. It is thy fa- 
ther, Malvina! «© Why fhineft thou, fo foon, 
on our clouds,” he fays, “ O lovely light of 
Lutha! But thou wert fad, my daughter. Thy 
friends had paffed away. ‘The fons of little 
men { werein the hall. None remained of the 
heroes, but Offian king of {pears |” 


H 4 And 


* Offian ; who hada great friendfhip for Malvina, both 
on account of her love for his fon Ofcar, and her attention to 
himfelf, 


+ That is, the young virgins who fung the funeral elegy 
over her tomb. 

$ Tradition is entirely filent concerning what paffed in the 
north, immediately after the death of Fingal and all his he- 
roes ; by which it would feem that the ations of their fuc- 


ceffors were not to be Sanpete’ to thofe of the renowned 
Fingalians. 
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And doft thou remember Offian, car-borne 


Tofcar *, fon of Conloch ? The battles of our 


youth were many. Our fwords went-together to 
the field. They faw us coming like two falling 


rocks. ‘The fons of the ftranger fled. «© There - 


come the warriors of Cona!” they faid, « Their 
fteps are in the paths of the flying !” Draw near 
_ fon of Alpin, to the fong of the aged. The 


deeds of other times are in my foul. My memo- 


ry beams on the days that are paft. On the days 
of mighty Tofcar, when our path was in the 
deep. Draw near, fon of Alpin, to the laft 
found of the voice of Cona! - 

The king of Morven commanded. I raifed my 
failsto the wind. ‘Tofcar chief of Lutha ftood at 
my fide, I rofe on the dark-blue wave. Our 
courfe was to fea-furrounded Berrathon +, the ifle 
of many ftorms. There dwelt, with his’locks of 
age, the ftately ftrength of Larthmor, Larthmor 
who fpread the feaft of fhells to Fingal, when he 


went to Starno’s hails, in the days of Agandecca. «— 


But when the chief was old, the pride of his fon 


arofe ; the pride of fair-haired Uthal, the love of _ 
a thoufand maids. He bound the sped Larthe. 


mor, and dwelt in his founding halls ! 


Long pined the king in his cave, befide his. 4 


rolling fea. Day did not come to his dwelling ; 
nor the burning oak by night. But the wind of 
ocean was there, and the parting beam of the 


moon. ‘The red ftar looked on the king, when 


it trembled on the weftern wave. Snitho came 
to Selma’s hall: Snitho the friend of Larthmor’s 


' youth. He told of the king of Berrathon: the — / 
° wrath | 


ig 
: 


* Tofcar was the fon of that Conloch, who was alfo father _ ij 
to the lady, whofe unfortunate death is related in the lait sof iB | 


. fode of the fecond book of Fingal. 
t Barrathon, @ promontory in the midf of waver. 


ca Or Ms: e., 153 


wrath of Fingal arofe. ‘Vhrice he aflumed the 
fpear, refolved to ftretch his hand to Uthal. But 
the memory * of his deeds rofe before the king. 
He fent his fon and Tofcar. Our joy was great 
on the rolling fea. We often half-unfheathed 
our fwords. For never before had we fought 
alone, in battles of the fpear. 

Night came down on the ocean. The winds 
departed on their wings. Cold and pale is the 
moon. ‘The red ftars lift their heads on high, 
Our courfe is flow along the coaft of Berrathon. 
‘The white waves tumble on the rocks. « What 
voice is that,” faid Tofcar, ** which comes.be- 
tween the founds of the waves? It is foft but 
mournful, like the voice of departed bards. But 
{ behold a maid+. She fits on the rock alone. 
Her head bends on her arm of {fnow. Her dark 
hair is in the wind. Hear, fon of Fingal, her 
fong, it is {mooth as the gliding ftream.” We 
came to the filent bay, and-heard the maid of 
night. - : 3 

« How long will ye roll around me, blue- 
tumbling waters of ocean ? My dwelling was. not 
always in caves; nor bencath the whiftling tree. 
The feaft was fpread in Torthoma’s hall. My 
_ father delighted in my voice. The youths be-- 

held mein the fteps of my lovelinefs. They 
blefled the dark-haired Nina-thoma. It was 
then thou didit come, O Uthal ! like the fun of 
heaven! The fouls of the virgins are thine, fon 
of generous Larthmor ! But why doft thou leave 


H 5 me 


* The meaning is, that Fingal remembered his own great 
actions, and confequently would not fully them by engaging 
_ ma petty war again{ft Uthal, who was fo far his inferior in 
valour and power. 

¢ Nina-thoma, the daughter of Torthéma, who had becn 
confined to a defart ifland by hey lover Uthal. 
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me alone, in the midft of roaring waters ? Was 
my foul dark with thy death ? Did my white 
hand lift the fword ? Why then haft thou left 
me alone, king of high Finthormo +!” 

The tear ftarted from my eye, when I heard | 
the voice of the maid. I f{tood before her in my 
arms. I fpoke the words of peace! Lovely — 
dweller of the cave ! what figh is in thy breaft ? 
Shall Offian lift his fword in thy prefence, the 
deftruétion of thy foes ? Daughter of Torthoma, ~ 
rife.: I have heard the words of thy grief. The > 
race of Morven are around thee, who never in- 
jured the weak. Come to our dark-bofomed 
fhip ! thou brighter than that fetting moon ! 
Our courfe is to the rocky Berrathon, to the 
echoing walls of Finthormo.” She came in her 
beauty; fhe came with all her lovely fteps. Si- 
lent joy brightened in her face ; as when the fha- 
dows fly from the field of {pring ; the blue-ftream ~ 
is rolling in brightnefs, and the green bufh bends 
over its courfe ! 2 3 

The morning rofe with its beams. We came 
to Rothma’s bay. A boar rufhed from the wood> ° 
my fpear pierced his fide, andhefell. I rejoiced 
over the blood *. I forefaw my growing fame. ~ 
But now the found of Uthal’s train came, from © 
the high Finthorme. ‘They fpread over the ~ 
heath to the chace of the boar. Himfelf comes ~ 
{lowly on, in the pride of his ftrength. He lifts — 
two pointed fpears. On his fide is the hero’s ~ 
fword. ‘Three youths carry his polifhed bows. 

The 


+ Finthormo, the palace of Uthal. The names in this * 
epifode are not, of a Celtic original. 


* Ofian might have thought that his killing a boar on his 
firft landing in Berrathon, was a good omen of his future © 


fuccefs in that iland. The prefent Highlanders look, with y 
_ & degree of fuperftition, upon the fuccefs of their firft ace 
tion, after they have engaged in any defperate undertaking. = 
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_ The bounding of five dogs is before him. His 


heroes move on, at a diftance, admiring the 
fteps of the king. Stately was the fon of Larth- 
mor! but his foul was dark! Dark as the 
troubled face of the moon, when it foretells the 
ftorms ! 

We rofe on the heath before the king. He 
ftopt in the midft of his courfe. His heroes ga- 
thered around. A grey-haired bard advanced. 
«© Whence are the fons of the ftrangers !” began 
the bard of fong. © ‘The children of the un- 
happy come to Berrathon; to the fword of car- 
borne Uthal. He eke no feaft in his hall. 
The blood of ftrangers is on his ftreams. If 
from Selma’s walls ye come, from the mofly walls 
of Fingal, chufe three youths to go to your king 
to tell of the fall of his people. Perhaps the hera 
may come and pour his blood on Uthal’s fword. 
So thall the fame of Finthormo arife, like the 

growing tree of the vale |”" 

« Never will it rife, O bard,” I faid in the 
pride of my wrath. ‘ He would fhrink from 
the prefence of Fingal, whofe eyes are the 
flames of death. ‘The fon of Comhal comes, 
and kings vanifh before him. They are rolled 
together, like mift, by the breath of his rage. 
Shall three tell to Fingal, that his people fell ? 
- Yes! they may tellit, bard! but his people fhall 
fall with fame !” 

I ftood in the darknefs of my ftrength. Tol- 
car drew his fword at my fide. The foe came 
on like a ftream. The mingled found of death 
arofe. Man took mun, fhield met fhield ; fteel 
mixed its beams with fteel. Darts hifs Hiee’ air. 
Spears ring on mails. Swords on broken buck- 
lers bound. As the noife of an aged grove be- 
neath the roaring winds, when a thoufand ghofts 

bread 
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break the trees by night, fuch was the din of 


arms! But Uthal fell beneath my fword. The. 


fons of Berrathon fled. It was then I faw him 
in his beauty, and the tear hung in my eye! 
« Thou art fallen *, young tree,” I faid, « with 
all thy beauty round thee. ‘Thou art fallen on 
thy plains, and the field is bare. The winds 
come from the defart ! there is no found in thy 
leaves! Lovely art thou in death, fon of car 
borne Larthmor.” 

Nina-thoma fat on the fhore. She heard the 
found of battle. She turned her red eyes on 
Lethmal, the grey-haired bard of Selma. He 
alone had remained on the coaft, with the daugh- 
ter of Torthoma. | « Son of the times of old !* 
fhe faid, «I hear the noife of death. Thy friends 
have met with Uthal and the chief is low ! 
O .that I had remained on the rock, inclofed. 
with the tumbling waves ! Then would my foul 
_ be fad, but his death would not reach my ear. 
Art thou fallen on thy heath, O fon of high 


Finthermo ! Thou didft leave me on arock, but 


my foul was full of thee. Son of high Fin- 
thormo:! art thou fallen on thy heath ?” 
She rofe pale in her tears. She faw the bloody 


fhield of Uthal. She faw it in Offian’s hand. — 
Her fteps were diftraéted on the heath. She — 
flew. She found him. She fell. Her foul © 
came forth in a figh. Her hair is fpread on his — 


face. My burfting tears defcend. A tomb arofe 


* To mourn over the fall of their enemies, was a practice 


univerfal among the’'Celtic heroes. This is more agreeable 


to humanity, than the fhameful infulting of the dead, fo — 


common in Homer, and after him, fervilely copied by all 


his imitators, the humane Virgil not excepted, who have ~ 
been more fuccefsful in borrowing the imperfections of that 


great poet, than in their imitations of his beauti¢s, 


Ort 
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onthe unhappy. My fong of woe was heard. 
«© Reft, haplefs children of youth! Reft at the 
noife of that mofly ftream ! The virgins will fee 
your tomb, at the chace, and turn away their 
weeping eyes. Your fame will be in fong. The 
voice of the harp will be heard in your praife. 
The daughters of Selma fhall hear it: your re- 
nown {hall be in other lands. Reft, children of 
youth, at the noife of the mofly ftream !” 

Two days we remained on the coaft. ‘The he- 
roes of Berrathon convened. We brought Larth- 
mor to his halls. The feaft of fhells is fpread. 
The joy of the aged was great. He looked to 
the arms of his fathers. ‘The arms which he left 
in his hall, when the pride of Uthal rofe. We 
were renowned before Larthmor. Hg bleffed 
the chiefs of Morven. He knew not that his 
fon was low, the ftately ftrength of Uthal! 
They had told, that he had retired to the woods, 
with the tears of grief. They had told it, but 
he was filent in the tomb of Rothma’s heath. 

On the fourth day we raifed our fails, to the 
roar of the northern wind. Larthmor came to 
the coaft. His bards exalted the fong. ‘The joy 
of the king was great, he looked to Rothma’s 
gloomy heath. He faw the tomb of his fon. 
The memory of Uthal rofe. Who of my he- 
yoes,” he faid, “ lies there? he feems to have 
been of the kings of men. Was he renowned 
in my halls, before the pride of Uthal rofe?” 
Ye are filent, fons of Berrathon ! is the king of 
heroes low ? My heart melts for thee, O Uthal ! 
though thy hand was againft thy father. O that 
I had remained in the cave! that my fon had 
dwelt in Finthormo! I might have heard the 
tread of his feet, when he went to the chace of 
the boar. I might have heard his veice on the 

bla& 
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blaft of my cave.. Then would my foul be glad: 7 
but now darknefs dwells in my halls.” ’ 

Such were my deeds,, fon of Alpin; when the 
arm of my youth was ftrong. Such the'* ac- 
tions of Tofcar, the car-borne fon of .Conloch. 
But Tofcar is on his flying cloud. Iam alone 
at Lutha. My voice:is like the laft found of the 
wind,.when it forfakes the woods. But Offian 
fhall not be long alone. He fees the mift that 
fhall.receive his ghoft. He beholds the mift that 
fhall form his robe, when he appears on his hills. 
The fons of feeble men fhall behold me, andad- — 
mire the ftature of the chiefs ofold. They fhall 
creep totheir caves. ‘They fhall look tothe iky 
with fear: for. my fteps fhall be in the clouds. 
Darknefs fhall.roll on my fide. 

Lead, Son of Alpin, lead the aged to his 
woods. ‘The winds begin to rife. The dark 
wave of the lake refounds. Bends there not 2 
tree from Mora with its branches bare? It 
bends, fon of Alpin, in the ruftling blaft. My — 
harp hangs ona blafted branch. The found of ~ 
its ftrings is mournful. Does the wind touch 
thee, O harp, or is it fome paffing ghoft! It 
is the hand of Malvina! Bring me the harp, fon 
of Alpin. Another fong fhall rife. My fouk © 
fhall depart in the found. My fathers fhall hear: © 
it in their airy hall. ‘Their dim faces fhall hang, © 
with joy, from their clouds; and their hands | 
receive their fon. The aged oak bends over the 
ftream. It fighs with all its mofs. The wither- 
ed fern whiftles near, and mixes, as it waves, _ 
with Offian’s hair. 

« Strike the harp, and raife the fong: be near, — 
with all your wings, ye winds. Bearthe mournful 
found away to Fingal’s airy hall. Bear it to Fine — 


* Offian fpeaks, 
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_gal’s hall, that he may hear the voice of his fon. 
The voice of him that praifed the mighty !” 
_ « The blaft of north opens thy gates, Oking! 
_ I behold thee fitting on mift, dimly gleaming in 
all thine arms. Thy form now is not the terror 
of the valiant. It is like a watery cloud; when 
we fee the ftars behind it, with their weeping 
eyes. Thy fhield is the aged moon: thy fword 
a vapour half-kindled with fire. Dim and fee- 
ble is the chief, who travelled in brightnefs be- 
fore! But thy fteps * are on the winds of the de- 
fart. The ftorms are darkening in thy hand. 
Thou takeft the fun in thy wrath, and hideft him 
in thy clouds. The fons of little men are afraid. 
A thoufand fhowers defcend. But when thou 
comeft forth in thy mildnefs; the gale of the 
morning is near thy courfe. The fon laughs in 
his blue fields. ‘The grey ftream winds in its 
vale. ‘The bufhes fhake their green heads in 
the wind. The roes bound tewards the defart.” 
‘<'There is a murmur in the heath! the ftormy 
winds abate! I hear the voice of Fingal. Long 
has it been abfent from mine ear! ‘ Come, 
' Offian, come away,” he fays. Fingal has re- 
ceived his fame. We pafled away, like flames that 
had fhone for a feafon. Our departure was in 
renown. ‘Though the plains of our battles are 
_ dark and filent; our fame is in the four grey 
ftones. ‘The voice of Offian has been heard. 


The 


* ‘This defcription of the power of Fingal over the winds 
and ftorms, and the image of his taking the fun, and hiding 
him in the clouds, do not correfpond with the preceding pa- 
ragraph, where he is reprefented as a fecble ghoit, and no more 
the TERROR OF THE VALIANT 3 but it agrees with the notion 
_ of the times concerning the fouls of the deceafed, who, it was 
fuppofed, had the “command of the winds and ftorms, but 
took no concern in the affairs of men. 
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The harp-has been ftrung in Selma. * Comey 
Offian, come away,” he fays, “ come, fly with 
thy fathers on clouds.” I come, I come, thou — 
king of men! The life of Offian fails. ‘T begin 7 
to vanifh on Cona. My fteps are not feen in 
Selma. Befide the ftone of Mora I fhall fall ~ 
_afleep. The winds whiftling in my grey hair, 
fhall not awaken me. Depart on thy wings, O 
wind ! thou canft not difturb the reft of the bard. — 
The night is long, but his eyes aré heney. De~ 
part, thou ruftling blaft. 

«¢ But why art thou fad, fon of Fingal ? Why 
grows the cloud of thy foul? The chiefs of other 
times are departed. ‘They have gone without | 
their fame. The fons of future years fhall pafs 
away. Another race fhall arife. ‘The people — 
are like the waves of ocean: like the leaves of ‘ 
woody Morven, they pafs away in the ruftling — 
blaft, and other leaves lift their green heads on © 
high.” ¥ 
‘Did thy beauty laft, O Ryno*? Stood the — 
firength of car-borne Ofcar? Fingal himfelf - 

. departed. 


* Ryno, the fon of £ Fingal, who was killed in Ireland, in — 
the war againit Swaran, was remarkable for the beauty of his _ 
perfon, his fwiftnefs and great exploits. Minvane, the daugh- — 
ter of Morni, and fifter to Gaul, was in love with Ryno. 4 
Her lamentation over her lover follows. j 


Oo . blufhing fad, from Morven’s. rocks, bends over the : ; 
darkly-rolling fea. She fees the youth in all theirarms. 
voice was heard in wind! 


Where, Ryno, where art thou ?» 
Our dark looks told that he was low! That pale the hero 
flew on clouds ! That in the grafs of Morven’s hills, his feeble _ 
And is the fon of Fingal fallen on Ullin’: $ moffy plains ? e 
Seong was the arm at vanquifhed him! Ah me! Tam 
alone { 3 
om 
“* 


.-. 


fteps. Shalt thouthen remain, thou. aged bard ! 
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” 


7 


‘departed. The halls of his fathers forgot his 


_ when the mighty have failed? But my fame thall 


‘remain, and grow like the oak of Morven ; 


which lifts its broad head to the ftorm, and re- 


_joices in the courfe of the wind! 


Alone I fhall not be, ye winds! that lift my dark-brown 


hair. My fighs fhall not long mix with your ftream ; for I 
~ muft fleep with Ryno. 


§ 


_ I fee thee not, with beauty’s fteps, returning from the 
chace. The night is round Minvane’s love. Dark filence 
dwells with Ryno. 


Where are thy dogs, and where thy bow? Thy shield 
that was fo ftrong? Thy fword like heaven’s defcending fire? 
The bloody fpear of Ryno? 


I fee them mixed in thy deep fhip; I fee them ftained with 
blood. No arms are in thy narrow hall, O darkly-dwelling 


_ Ryno! 


When will the morning come, and fay, “ Arife, thou king 
of fpears! arife, =he hunters are abroad. ‘The hinds are near 


thee, Ryno!” 


Away, thou fair-haired morning, away! the flumbering 
king hears thee not! The hinds bound over his narrow tomb; 
for death dwells around young Ryno. 


But I will tread foftly, my king! and fteal to the bed of 
thy repofe. Minvane will lie in filence, nor difturb the 
-flumbering Ryno. 


_ The maids fhall feek me; but they fhall not find me: they 
fhall follow my departure with fongs. But I fhall not hear 
you, O maids! [ fleep with fair-haired Ryno. | 
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In QUIRIES into the antiquities of nations 
afford more pleafure than any real advantage to 
mankind. ‘The ingenious may form fyftems of 
hiftory on probabilities and a few facts ; but at a 
great diftance of time, their accounts muft be 


-vague and uncertain. The infancy of ftates and 
kingdoms is as deftitute of great events, as of the 
‘means of tran{mitting them to pofterity. The 
-arts of polifhed life, by which alone facts can be 


preferved'with certainty, are the production of a 


-well-formed community. It is then hiftorians 
begin to write, and public tranfaCtions ‘to be wor- 
thy remembrance. ‘The actions of former times 
-are left in obfcurity, or magnified by uncertain 


traditions. Hence it is that we find fo much of 


the marvellous in the origin of every nation; pof- 


terity being always ready to believe any thing, 
chowever fabulous, that reflects honour on their 


-anceftors. 


The Greeks and Romans were remarkable for 
this weaknefs. “They fwallowed the moft ote 
. fables 


- 
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fables concerning the high antiquities of their re« 
fpective nations. Good hiftorians, however, 
rofe very early amongft them, and tranfmitted, 
with luftre, their great actions to pofterity. It 
is to them that they owe that unrivalled fame they 
now enjoy, while the great aftions of other na- 


tions are involved in fables, or loft in obfcurity. 


The Celtic nations afford a ftriking inftance of 


this kind. They, though once the mafters of | 


Europe from the mouth of the river Oby * in Ruf- 
fia, to Cape Finifterre, the weftern point of Gal- 
licia in Spain, are very little mentioned in hifto- 
ry. They trufted their fame to tradition and the 
fongs of their bards, which, by the viciffitude of 
human affairs, are long fince loft. Their ancient 
language isthe only monument that remains of 
them ; and the traces of it being found in {places 
fo widely diftant from each other, ferves only to 
fhew the extent of their ancient power, but throws 
very little light on their hiftory. 

Of all the Celtic nations, that which pofleffed 
old Gaul is the moft renowned ; not perhaps on 
account of worth fuperior to the reft; but for 
their wars with a people who had hiftorians to 
tranfmit the fame. of their enemies, as well as 
their own, to pofterity. Britain was firft peopled 


by them, according to the teftimony of the beft 


authors +3 its fituation in refpeé&t to Gaul makes 
the opinion probable ; but what puts it beyond 
all difpute, is, that the fame cuftoms and lan- 
guage prevailed among the inhabitants of both in 
the days of Julius Ceefar f. Bi 
The colony from Gaul pofleffed themfelves, 
at firft, of that part: of Britain which was next 
o- 


* Plin. 1. 6. + Cef.l.5. Tac. Agric. C+ Be 
} Cafar. Pomp. Mel, Tacitus, 
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to their own countrys and fpreading north-. 
ward, by.degrees, as they increafed in numbers, 
peopled the whole ifland. Some adventurers 
pafling over from thofe parts of Britain that are 
within fight of Ireland, were the founders of the 
frifh nation: which is a more probable ftory 
ythan the idle fables of Milefian and Gallician 
-colonies. Diodorus Siculus * mentions it as a 
-thing well known in his time, that the inhabit- 
ants of Ireland were criginally Britons, and his 
teftimony .is unqueftionable, when we confider 
that, for many ages,.the language and cuftoms 
of both nations. were the fame. 

Tacitus was of . opinion that the ancient ~ 
-Caledonians were of German extraét; but even 
‘the ancient Germans themfelves were Gauls. 
The prefent Germans, properly fo- called, were 
:not the fame with the ancient Celte. The 
»manners and ,cuftoms ef the two nations were 
Afimilar ;: but. their language-diffevent. The Ger- 
mans} are the genuine defce~ dants of the an- 
cient Scandinavians, who crofled in an early 
period, the Baltic. The Celtz {, anciently, 
{ent many colonies into Germany, all of whom 
retained their.own laws, language, and .cuftoms, 

till they were diffipated, in the Roman empire; 
.and it is of them, if any-colonies came from 
Germany into Scotland, that the ancient Cale- 
_, donians were defcended. 
_ But whether the Caledonians were a colony 
of the Celtic Germans, or the fame withthe Gauls 
_-that firft poffefled themfelves of Britain, is a 
matter of no moment at this diftance of time. 
| Whatever their origin was, we find them very 


| * numerous 


_ * Diod. Sic. 1. ey } Strabo, 1.7. 
$ Caf], 6. Liv. 1. 5. Tac, de mor. Germ, 
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‘numerous in the time of Julius Agricola, which 
is a prefumption that they were long before fettled 

in the country. The form of their government 

was a mixture of ariftocracy and monarchy, as it 

was in all the countries where the Druids bore 

the chief fway. This order of men feems to have 

been formed on the fame principles with the 

Dactyli Ide and Curetes of the ancients. ‘Their 

pretended intercourfe with heaven, their magic 

and divination were the fame. ‘The knowledge 

of the Druids in natural caufes, and the proper= 

ties of certain things, the fruit of the experiments $ 
of ages, gained them a mighty reputation among 
the people. ‘The efteem of the populace foon in- 

creafed into a veneration for the order; which 

thefe cunning and ambitious priefts took care to” 

improve, to fuch a degree, that they, in a man- 

ner, ingrofied the management of civil, as well” 

as religious, matters.’ It is generally allowed that~ 

-they did not abufe this extraordinary power ; the 
preferving their character of fanctity was fo effen- : 

tial to their influence, that they never broke out 
into violence or oppreffion. The chiefs were ale” 
lowed ‘to execute the laws, but the legiflative” 
_power was entirely in the hands of the Druids *. | 
It was by their authority that the tribes were unit=_ 
ed, in’ times of the greateft danger, under-one | 

-head. ‘This temporary king, or Vergobretus 4,7) 
was chofen by them, and generally laid down his — 

‘office at the end of the war. ‘Thefe priefts en- 
Joyed long this extraordinary privilege among the — 
Celtic nations who lay beyond the pale of the | 

Roman empire. It was in the beginning of the | 
fecond century that their power among the Cas 
ledonians began todecline. ‘The traditions con= 
cerning | 


* Caf. 1. 6. + Fer-gubreth, the man no judges 
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cerning Trathal and Cormac, ancettors to Fingal, 


- arefull of the particulars of the fall of the Druids: 
a fingular fate, it muft be owned, of priefts, who 


had once eftablifhed their fuperftition.. 

The continual wars of the Caledonians againft 
the Romans hindered the better fort from initiat- 
ing themfelves, as the cuftom formerly was, into 
the order of the Druids. The precepts of their 
religion were confined to a few, and were not 
much attended to by a people inured to war. 
The Vergobretus, or chief magiftrate, was cho- 
fen without the concurrence of the hierarchy, or 
continued in his office againft their will. Con- 
tinual power itrengthened his intereft among the 
tribes, and enabled him to fend-down, as here- 
ditary to his pofterity, the office he had only re« 
ceived himfelf by election. r | 

On occafion of a new war againft the King of 


_ the world, as tradition emphatically calls the Ro- 


man emperor, the Druids, to vindicate the he- 
nour ofthe order, began to refume their ancient 
privilege of chufing the Vergobretus.. Garmal, 


_ the fon of Tarno, being deputed by them, came 
', to the grandfather of the celebrated Fingal, who 


was then Vergobretus, and commanded him, in 


the name of the whole order, to lay down his 
office. Upon his refufal, a civil war commenced, 
~ which foon ended in almoft the total extinction 
_ of the religious order of the Druids. A few that 


remained, retired to the dark receffes of their 


- groves, and the caves they had formerly ufed for 


their meditations. It is then we find them in ¢he 
circle of fiones, and unheeded by the world. A total 
difresard for the order, and utter abhorrence of 


} the Drudical rites enfued. Under this cloud of 
“public hate, allthat had any knowledge of the re- 


higion of the Druids became extinct, and the na- 
meron. If, +): I tion 
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tion fell into the laft degree of ignorance of their 
rites and ceremonies. ; 

It is no matter of wonder then, that Fingal 
and his fon Offian difliked the Druids, who were 
“the declared enemies to their fucceffion in the 
fupreme magiftracy. It is a fingular cafe, it muft 
be allowed, that there are no traces of religion 
in the poems afcribed to Offian ; as the poetical 
compotitions of other nations are fo clofely con- 
nected with their mythology. But gods are not 
neceflary, when the poet has genius.—It is hard 
to account for it to thofe who are not made ac- 
guainted with the manner of the old Scottifh 
bards. ‘That race of men carried their notions 
of martial honour -to an extravagant pitch. Any 
aid given their heroes in battle, was thought-+to 
derogate from their fame; and the bards imme- 
diately transferred the glory of the a¢tion to him 
who had given that aid. 


Had the poet brought down gods, as often as _ 


Homer hath done, to affift his heroes, his work 


had not confifted of eulogiums on men, but of — 


hymns to fuperior beings. ‘Thofe who write in 
the Galic language feldom mention religion in 
their profane poetry ; and when they profefledly 


‘ 
f 
1 
4 
: 
d 


write of religion, they never mix-with their com- ~ 


pofitions, the actions of their heroes. This cuf- 


tom alone, even though the religion of the Dru- — 
ids had not been previoufly extinguifhed, may, in — 
fome meafure, excufe the author’s filente con- — 


cerning the religion of ancient times, 


‘To allege, that-a nation is void of all religion, — 


would betray ignorance of the hiftory of man- 


kind. ‘The traditions of their fathers, and their 


own objervations on the works of nature, toge- 


ther with that fuperftition which is inherent in _ 
the human frame, have, in all ages, raifed inthe 
minds- 


‘ 
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minds of men fome idea of a fuperior being. 
Hence it is, that in the darkeft times, and 
amongft the moft barbarous nations, the very 
populace themfelves had fome faint notion, at leaft 
of a divinity. ‘The Indians, who worfhip no 
God, believe that he exifts. It would be doing 
injuftice to the author-of thefe poems, to think, 
that he had not opened his conceptions to that 
primitive and greateft of all truths. But let his 
religion be what it will, it is certain he has not 
alluded to Chriftianity, or any of its rites, in his 
poems ; which ought to fix his opinions, at leaft, 
to an «ra prior tothat religion. Conjectures, on 
this fubjecét, muft fupply the place of proof, 
The perfecution begun by Dioclefian, in the year 
303, is the moft probable time in which the firft 
dawning of Chriftianity in the north of Britain 
can be fixed. ‘The humane and mild character 
of Conftantius Chlorus, who commanded then in 
Britain, induced the perfecuted Chriftians to 
_ take refuge under him. Some of them, through 
_azeal to propagate their tenets, or through fear, 
went beyond the pale of the Roman empire, and 
fettled among the Caledonians; who were ready 
_ to hearken to their doétrines,-if the religion of 
_ the Druids was exploded long before. 
Thefe miffionaries, either through choice, or 
_ to give more weight to the doctrine they advanced 
_ took poffeffion of the cells and groves of the Dru- 
| ids; and it was from this retired life they had 
the name of Culdees *, which in the language 
_ of the country fignified /equeffered perfons. It was 
with one ofthe Cu/dees that Offian in his extreme _ 
age, is faid to have difputed concerning the 
t iftian religion. This difpute, they fay, is 
_| ¢xtant, and is couched in verfe, according to the 
I 2 cuftom 


» 
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cuftom of the times. The extreme ignorancé 
on the part of Offian of the Chriftian tenets, 
fhews, that that religion had only been lately in- 
troduced, as it is not eafy to conceive, how one 
of the firft rank could be totally unacquainted” 
with a religion that had been known for any time 
in the country. The difpute bears the.genuine 
marks of antiquity. The abfolete phrafes and 
expreflions peculiar to the times, prove it to be 
no forgery. If Offian then lived at the intro- 
duétion of Chriftianity, as by all appearance he — 
~ aid Tsik epochs wile gm tabled oe AGE AB third | 
_and, beginning of the fourth century. Tradition — 
here fteps in with a kind. of proof. s 
The exploits of Fingal aside Caracul *, the , 
fon of king of the world, are among the firft brave _ 
actions of his youth. A complete poem, which — 
relates to this fubject, is printed in this colleftion. ~ 
In the year 210 the emperor Severus, after) 
ret turning from his expedition againft the Cale-. — 
donians, at York fell into the tedious illnefs of 
which he afterwards died. ‘The Caledonians and” 
Maiatz, refuming courage from his indifpofition, 
took arms in order to recover the pofleffions they | 
had loft. ‘The enraged emperor commanded his: | 
army to march into their country, and to deftroy! | 
it with fire and fword. His erders were but ill | 
executed, for his fon, Caracalla, was at the | 
-head of the army, and his thoughts were en-| | 
tirely taken up with the hopes of his father’s — 
death, and with {chemes to fupplant his brother’ 
Geta.— He {fcarcely had entered the enemy’s’ | 
country, when. news was brought him that | 


: 
| 


* Carac’huil, terrible eye. -Carac-"healla, terrible look Cie 
xac-challamh, @ fort of upper garment. 
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. up with the Caledonians, and, as it appears from 
Dion Caffius, the country they had loft to Se- 
verus was reftored to them. 


‘The Caracul of Fingal is no other than Cara- 
ealla, who, as the fon of Severus, the Emperor 
of Rome, whofe dominions were extended al- 

7—amoft over the known world, was not without 

- reafon called the Son of the King of the World. 
The fpace of time between 211, the year Severus 
died, ‘and the beginning of the fourth century, 
is not fo great, but Offian the fon of Fingal, 
might have feen the Chriitians whom the perie~ 
cution under Dioclefian had. driven beyond the 
pale of the Roman empire. 

In one of the many lamentations on the death 
of Ofcar, a battle which he fought againft Caros, 
king of fhips, on the banks of the winding Carun* 
is mentioned among his great actions. It is more 
than probable, that the Caros mentioned here, 

isthe fame with the noted ufurper Caraufius, 
‘_who affumed the purple in the year 287, and feizs 
- inp on Britain, defeated the emperor Maximini- 
__an Herculius, in feveral naval engagements, which, 
_ gives propriety to his being called the King of Ships. — 
| The winding Carun is that finall river retaining 
_ till the name of Carron, and runs in the neigh- 


ees > 
_bourhood of Agricola’s wall, which Caraufius re- 
_. paired to obfiruct the incurfions of the Caledoni- 
ans. Several other paflages in traditions allude to 
the wars of the Romans ; ‘but the two juft menti- 


oned clearly fix the epocha of Fingal to the third 


| century; and this account agrees exactly with the 
frifh hiftories, which place the death of Fingal, — 


year 296. =*3 


| 


Some 
* Car-avon, Wiading-river. 
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Some people may imagine, that the allufions 
_ to the Roman hiftory might have been derived 
by tradition, from learned men, more than from 
“ancient poems. This muft then have happened at 
__leaft three ages ago, as thefe allufions are men- 
tioned often in the compofitions of thofe times. 
Every one knows that a cloud of ignorance and ~ 
barbarifm overfpread the north of Europe three 
hundred years ago. The minds of men, ad- — 
dicted to fuperftition, contracted a narrownefs _ 
that deftroyed genius. Accordingly we findthe 
compofitions of thofe times trivial and-puerile to _ 
the laft degree. But let it be allowed, that, — 
amidft all the untoward circumftances of the age, _ 
a genius might arife, it is not eafy to determine - 
what could induce him to allude to the Roman 
times. We find no fact to favour any defigns 
which could be entertained by any man who © 
lived in the fifteenth century. 
The ftrongeft objection to the antiquity of the 
poems now given to the public under the name _ 
of Offian, is the improbability of their being © 
handed down by tradition through fo many cen- ; 
turies. Ages of barbarifm fome will fay, could — 
aot producepoems abounding with the difintereft- — 
ed and generous fentiments fo confpicuous in the — 
compofitions of Offian; and could thefe ages — 
produce them, it is impoffible but they muft be — 
loft, or altogether corrupted in a long fucceflion 
of barbarous generaticiis. - 
Thefe objections naturally fuggeft themfelves — 
to men unacquainted with the ancient ftate o£ igs | 
the northern parts of Britain. The bards, who 
were an inferior order of the Druids, did not 
fhare their bad fortune. -They were fpared by 
the victorious king, as it was through their 
means only he could hope for immortality [ his 
ame 
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fame. They attended him in the camp, and con- 
tributed to eftablifh his power by their fongs. 
His great actions were magnified, and the popu- 
lace, who had no ability to examine into his 
character narrowly, were dazzled with his fame 
in the rhymes of the bards. In the mean time, 
men affumed fentiments that were rarely to be 
met with in an age of barbarifm. The bards, 
who were originally the difciples of the Druids, 
had their minds opened, and their ideas enlarged, 
by being initiated in'the learning of that cele- 
brated order. ‘They could forti a perfect hero 
in their own minds, and afcribe’ that claracter 
to their’prince. ‘The’ inferior chief made this 
ideal character'the model of their conduét, and 
by degrees brought their minds to that generous 
{pirit which breathes in all the poetry of the 
times.. "Fhe prince, flattered by his bards, and 
rivalled by his own’ heroes, who imitated his 
character as defcribed in the eulogies of his 
poets, endeavoured to excel his people in merit, 
as he was above them in ftation. ‘This emula- 
tion continuing, formed at laft the general cha- 


_racter of the nation, happily compounded of 


what is noble in barbarity, and virtuous and ge- 
nerous in a politfhed people. 

When virtue in peace, and bravery in war, 
are the characteriftics of a nation, their actions 
become interefting, and their fame worthy of 
immortality. A generous fpirit is warmed with 
noble actions, and becomes ambitious of perpe- 
tuating them. ‘This is the true fource of that 
divine infpiration, to which the poets of all ages 
pretended. "When they found their themes in- 
adequate to the warmth of their imaginations, 
they varnifhed them over with fables, fupplied 
by their own fancy, or furnifhed by abfurd tra- 

4 ditions. 
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ditions. 'Thefe fables, however ridiculous, had 
their abettors; pofterity either implicitly be- 
lieved them, or, through a vanity natural to 
mankind, pretended that they did. They loved 
to place the founders of their families in the days 
offable, when poetry, without the fear of con- 
ir adidtion, could give what characters fhe pleafed 
of her heroes. It is to this vanity that we owe the 
prefervation of what remain of the more ancient 
poems. ‘Their poetical merit made their heroes 
famous ina country where heroifm was -much 


efteemed and admired. ‘The pofterity of thofe 


heroes, or thofe who pretended to be defcended 
from them, heard with pleafure the eulogiums 
of their anceftors; bards were employed to re- 
peat the poems, and torecord the connection of 
their patrons with chiefs fo renowned. Every 
chief in procefs of time had a bard in his family, 
and the office became at laft hereditary. By the 


fucceffion of thefe bards, the poems concerning — 


the anceftors of the family were handed down 


from generation to generation ; they were re- — 


peated to the whole clan on fulemn occafions, 
and always alluded to in the new compofitions of 


the bards. This cuftom came down to near our © 


own times; and after the bards were difconti- _ 


nued, a great number in a clan retained by me- — 


mory, or committed to writing, their compofi- — 
tions, and founded the antiquity of their families — 


on the authority of their poems. 


“The ufe of letters was not known inthe north _ 
of Europe till long after the inftitution of the _ 


bards: the records of the families of their pa- 7 
trons, their own, and more ancient poems were q 
handed down by tradition. _ Their poetical com- — 
politions were admirably contrived for that pur-— 
pofe. They were adapted to mufic; and the ~ 


moft 
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moft perfect harmony was obferved. Each 
verfe was fo conneéted with thofe which preceded 
or followed it, that if one line had been remem- 
bered in a ftanza, it was almoft impoflible to 
forget the reft. The cadences followed in {fo na- 
tural a gradation, and the words were fo adapted 
to the common turn of the voice, after it is 
raifed to a certain key, that it was almoft impoi- 
fible, from a fimilarity of found, to fubftitute 
one word for another. ‘This excellence is pecu- 
liar to the Celtic tongue, and is perhaps to be 
met with in no other language. Nor does this 
choice of words clog the fenfe or weaken the ex- 
preffion. The numerous flections of confonants, 
and variation in declenfion, make the language 
very copious. 

The defcendants of the Celtz, who inhabited 
Britain and its ifles, were not fingular in this 


-method of preferving the moft precious monu- 


ments of their nation. The ancient laws of the 
Greeks were couched in verfe, and handed down 
by tradition. ‘The Spartans, through a long 
habit, became fo fond of this cuftom, that they 
would never allow their laws to be committed to 
writing. The aétions of great men, and the 
eulogiums of kings and heroes, were preferved in 
the fame manner. All the hiftorical monuments 
of the old Germans .were comprehended in their 
ancient fongs *! which were either hymns to 
their gods, or elegies in praife of their heroes, 
and were intended to perpetuate the great events 
in their nation which were carefully interwoven 
withthem. This {pecies of compofition was not 
committed to writing, but delivered by oral 
tradition *. ‘The care they. took to have the 
poems taught to their children, the uninter- 

I5 rupted 

* Tacitus de mor. Germ. 
4 bbe dela Bleteric Remarques fur la Germaine. 
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rupted cuftom of repeating them upon certain oc« 
cafions, and the happy meafure of the verfe, ferv- 
ed to preferve them for a long time uncorrupted. 
‘This oral chronicle of the Germans was not for- 
got inthe eighth century, and it probably would 
have remained to this day, had not learning, 
which thinks every thing, that is not committed. 
to writing, fabulous, been introduced. It was 
from poetical traditions that Garcillaflo compofed 
his account of the Yncas of Peru. The Peru- 
_vians had loft all other monuments of their hif- 
tory,and it was from ancient poems which his mo- 
ther, a princefs of the blood of the Yncas, taught 
him in his youth, that he collected the materials 
of his hiftory. If other nations then, that had 
been often overrun by enemies, and had fent 
abroad and received colonies, could for many ages 
preferve, by oral tradition, their laws and hifto- 
ries uncorrupted, it is much more probable that 
the ancient Scots, a people fo free of intermixture 
with foreigners, and fo ftrongly attached to the 
memory of their anceftors, had the works of their 
bards handed down with great purity. 

What is advanced, inthis fhort Differtation, it 
muit be confeffed, is mere conjecture. Beyond. 
the reach of records, is fettled a gloom, which 
no ingenuity can penetrate. ‘The manners de- 
{cribed, in thefe poems, fuit the ancient Celtic 
times, and no other period, that is known in hif- 
tory. We muft, therefore, place the heroes far 
back in antiquity ; and it matters little, who were 
their cotemporaries in other parts of the world. 
If we have placed Fingal in his proper period, 
we do honour to the manners of barbarous times. 
He exercifed every manly virtue in Caledonia, 
while Heliogabulus difgraced human nature at 
Rome. 
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oF H E hiftory of thofe nations, who originally 


poffeffed the north of Europe, is lefs known than 
their manners. Deftitute of the ufe of letters, 
they themfelves had not the means of tranfmitting 


their great actions to remote pofterity. Foreign 


writers faw them only at a diftance, and defcribed 
them as they found them. The vanity of the 
Romans induced them to confider the nations 
beyond the pale of their empire as barbarians; 
and confequently their hiftory unworthy of be- 
ing inveftigated. ‘Their manners and fingular 


_ character were matters of curiofity, as they com- 
mitted themto record. Some men, otherwife of 


great merit among ourfelves, give into confined 


ideas on this fubject. Having early imbibed their 


idea of exalted manners from the Greek and Ro- 
man writers, they fcarcely ever afterwards have 
the fortitude to allow any dignity of character to 
any nation deftitute of the ufe of letters. 

Without derogating from the fame of Greece 
and Rome, we may confider antiquity beyond 
the pale of their empire worthy of fome attention. 

The 
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The nobler paffions of the mind never fhoot 
forth more free and unreftrained than in the 
times we call barbarous. ‘That irregular man- 
mer of life, and thofe manly purfuits from which 
barbarity takes its name, are highly favourable to 
a ftrength of mind-unknown in polifhed times. 
In advancing fociety the characters of men are © 
more uniform and difguifed. The human pafli- 
ons lie in fome degree concealed behind forms, 
and artificial manners; and the powers of the 
foul, without an opportunity of exerting them, 
lofe their vigour. ‘The times of regular governs — 
ment, and polifhed manners, are therefore to be 
wifhed for by the feeble and weak in mind. An ~ 
unfettled ftate, and thofe convulfions which at- 
tend it, is the proper field for an-exalted cha- 
racter, and the exertion of great parts. Merit 
there rifes always fuperior ; no fortuitous event 
can raife the timid and mean into power. To 
thofe who look upon antiquity in this light, it is 
an agreeable profpect ; and they alone can have. 
real pleafure in tracing nations to their fource. 

The eftablifhment of the Celtic ftates, in the. — 
north of Europe, is beyond the reach of written 
annals.- The traditions and fongs to which they ~ 
trufted their hiftory, were loft, or altogether : 
corrupted in their revolutions and migrations, — 
which were fo frequent and. univerfal, that no 4 
kingdom in Europe is. now pofieffed by its origiz 
nal inhabitants. Societies were formed, and _ 
kingdoms erected, from a mixture of nations, © 
who, in procefs ar time, loft all knowledge of 4 
their own origin. If tradition could be depen : 
ed upon, it is only among a people, from all 
time, free from intermixture with foreigners. * 
We are to look for thefe among the mountains — 
and inacceffible parts ofa country : places, on 

- aecouns 
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account of their barrennefs, uninviting to an ene- 
my, or whofe natural {trength enabled the natives 
to repel invafions. Such are the inhabitants of 
the mountains of Scotland. We, accordingly, 
find, that they differ materially from thofe who 
poffefs the low and more fertile part of the king- 
dom. ‘Their language is pure and original, and 
their manners are thofe of an ancient and unmix- 
ed race of men. Confcious of their own antiquity, 
they long defpifed others, as a new and mixed 
people. As they lived in a country only fit for 
pafture, they were free from that toil and bufi- 
nefs, which engrofs the attention of a commer- 
cial people. Their amufement confifted in hear- 
ing or repeating their fongs and traditions, and 
thefe intirely turned on the antiquity of their na- 
tion, and the exploits of their forefathers. It is 
no wonder, therefore, that there are more re- 
mains of antiquity among them, than among 
any other people in Europe. ‘Traditions, how- 
ever, concerning remote periods are only to be 
regarded, in fo far as they coincide with cotem- 

porary writers of undoubted credit and veracity. 
No writers began their accounts from a more 
early period, than the hiftorians of the Scots na- 
tion. Without records, or even tradition itfelf, 
they give a long lift of ancient kings, and a detail 
of their tranfactions, with a fcrupulous exa¢tnefs. 
‘One might naturally fuppofe, that, when they 
had no authentic annals, they fhould, at leaft, 
have recourfe to the traditions of their country, 
and have reduced them into a regular fyftem of 
hiftory. Of both they feem to have been equally 
deftitute. Born in the low country, and ftran- 
gers to the ancient language of their nation, they 
contented themfelves with copying from one ano- 
thers 
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ther, and retailing the fame fictions, in a new 
colour and drefs. 

John Fordun was the firft who collected thof 
fragments of the Scots hiftory, which had efcap=. 
ed the brutal policy of Edward I. and reduced 
them into order. His accounts, in fo far as they 
concerned recent tranfa¢tions, deferved credit : 
beyond a certain period, they were fabulous andl iF 
unfatisfactory.. Some time before Fordun wrote, © 
the king of England, ina letter to the pope, had { 
run up the antiquity of his nation toa very remote — 
ra. Fordun, poflefled of all the national pre=_ 
judice ofthe age, was unwilling that his country — 
fhould yield, in point of antiquity, to a people, 
then its rivals and enemies. Deftitute of annals — 
in Scotland, he had recourfe to Ireland, which, — 
according to the vulgar errors of the times, was _ 
reckoned the firft habitation of the Scots: He 
found, there, that the Irifh bards had ‘carried’ 
their pretenfions to antiquity as high, if not be 
yond any nation in Europe. It was from them’ 
he 'took thofe improbable fictions, which form the — 
firft part of his hiftory. i 

The writers that fucceeded Fordun implicitly — 
followed his fyftem, though they fometimes varied? 
from him in‘their relations of particular tranfacti= _ 
ons, and the order of fucceflion of their kings.’ 
As they had-no new lights, and were, equally 
with him, unacquainted with the traditions of 
their country, their hiftories contain little infor= 
mation concerning the origin of the Scots. Even” 
Buchanan himfelf, except the elegance and vigout 
of his ftyle, has very little to recommend | him. — 
Blinded with political prejudices, he feemed m 
anxious to turn the fictions of his predeceflors o 
his own purpofes than to dete& their mifreprefe 
tations, or inveftigate truth amidft the darknefs 

’ whi | 
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which they had thrown round it. It therefore 
_ appears, that little can be collected from their 
own hiftorians, concerning the firft migration of 
the Scots into Britain. 

That this ifland was peopled from Gaul admits 
_of no doubt. Whether colonies came afterwards 
” from the north of Europe is a matter of meer_{pe- 
“culation. When South Britain yielded to the 
| " power of the Romans, the Sa ontueead nations 
to the north of the province were diftinguifhed 
_ by the name of Caledonians. From their very 

name, it appears, that they were of thofe Gauls, 
who poflefied themfelves originally of Britain. 
It is compounded of two Celtic words, Caé/ figni- 
fying Celts, or Gauls, or Dun or Don, a hill; fo 
that Caé/-don, or Caledonians, is as much as to 
fay, the Celts of the hill country. "The Highlan- 
ders, to this day, call themfelves Caé/, their 
language Caélic, or Galic, and their country Caé/- 
doch, which the Romans foftened into Caledonia. 
This, of itfelf, is fufficient to demonftrate, they 
are the genuine defcendents of the ancient Cale- 
donians, and not a pretended colony of Scots, 
who fettled firft in the north, in the third or 
fourth century. 

From the double meaning of the word Caé/, 
which fignifies frangers, as well as Gauls, or Celts, 
fome have imagined, that the anceftors of the 
Caledonians were of a different race from the reft 
of the Britons, and that they received their name 
upon that account. This opinion, fay they, is 
fupported by Tacitus, who, from feveral circum- 
ftances, concludes, that the Caledonians were of 
German extraction. A difcuffion of a point fo 
intricate, at this diftance of time, could neither 
_ be fatisfactory nor important. 

Towards 
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‘Towards the latter end of the third, and Be- 
ty 
ginning of the fourth century, we meet with the” 
Scots in the north. Porphyrius * makes the firft — 
mention of them about that time. As the Scots 
were not heard of before that period, moft writers” 
fuppofed them to have been a colony, newly 
come to Britain, and that the P:é7s were the only 
genuine defcendents of the ancient Caledonians. 
This miftake is eafily removed. ‘The Caledoni= 
ans, in procefs of time, became naturally divided 
into two diftinét nations, as poflefling parts of - 
the country, intirely different in their nature andi 
joil. The weftern coaft of Scotland is hilly and q 
barren ; towards the eaft the country is plain, and a 
fit for tillage. The inhabitants of the mountains, © ° 
a roving and uncontrolled race of men, lived by — 
feeding of cattle, and what they killed in hunt-— 
ing. ‘Their employment did not fix them toone — 
place. They removed from one heath to anol 
ther, as fuited their convenience or inclination. rt 
‘They were not, therefore, improperly called, by — 
their neighbour S, SCUITE, or the wididertng na— 4 
tion ; which is evidently the origin of the Roman 
name of Scot. " 
On the other hand, the Caledonians, who pof= 
feffed: the eaft coaft of Scotland, as the divifion of © 
the country was plain and File, applied them- ~ 
felves to agriculture; and raifing of corn. It was q 
from this, that the Galic name‘of the Pid/s pro- 
ceeded; for they are called, in that languages : 
Cr sit wiecie j..e. the wheat or corn-eaters. As the © 
Picts lived in a country fo different in its nature pi 
from that poffeffed by the Scots, fo their national 
chara¢ter fuftered a material change. Unob- — 
ftructed by mountains, or lakes, then commu- 
nication 


a 


I, a 


be 7 


& 


St. Hierom. ad Ctefipon. 


THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 187 


nication with one another was free and frequent. 
Society, therefore, became fooner eftablifhed 
among them, than among the Scots, and, con- 
fequently, they were much fooner governed by 
civil magiftrates and laws. ‘This, at laft, pro- 
duced fo great a difference in the manners of the 
two nations, that they began to forget their com- 
mon origin, and almoft continual quarrels and 
animofities fubfifted between them. Thefe ani- 
mofities, after fome ages, ended in the fubverfion 
of the Pictifh kingdom, but not in the total ex- 
- tirpation of the nation, according to moft of the 
Scots writers, who feemed to think it more for 
the honour of their countrymen to annihilate, 
than reduce a rival people under their obedience. , 
It is certain, however, that the very name of the 
Picts was loft, and thofe that remained were fo 
completely incorporated with their conquerors, 
that they foon loft all memory of their own origin. 

The end of the Pictifh government is placed 
fo near that period, to which authentic annals 
reach, that it is matter of wonder, that we have 
no monuments of their language or hiftory re- 
maining. "This favours the fyftem I have laid 
down. Had they originally. been of a different 
race from the Scots, their language of courfe 
would be different. The contrary is the cafe. 
The names of places in the Pictith dominions, 
and the very names of their kings, which are 
handed down to us, are of Galic original, which 
is a convincing proof, that the two nations were, 
of old, one and the fame, and only divided into 
two governments, by the effect which their fitu- 
ation had upon the genius of the people. 

The name of Piéfs is faid to have been given 
by the Romans to the Caledonians, who poffefs- 

ed the eaft coaft of Scotland, from their painting 
; their 
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their bodies. ‘The ftory is filly and the argu- 
ment abfurd. But let us revere antiquity in 
her very follies. ‘This circumftance made fome 
imagine, that the Pitts were of Britifh extract, - : 
anda different race of men from the Scots. T hat. 
more of the Britons, who fled northward from © 
the tyranny of the Romans, fettled in the low 
country of Scotland, than among the Scots of the 
mountains, may, be eafily imagined, from the 
very nature of the country. It was they who in- © 
troduced painting among the Picts. From this © 
circumitance, affirm fome antiquaries, proceeded: ~ 
the name of the latter, to diftinguifh them from - i 
the Scots, who never had that art among them, 
and from the Britons, who difcontinued it after 
the Roman conguett. ‘ 
The Caledonians, moft certainly, acquired a — 
confiderable knowledge in navigation, by their 
living on a coaft interfected with many arms of 
the fea, and in iflands, divided, one from ano- 
ther, by wide and dangerous firths. It is, there- 
fore, highly probable, that they, very early,” 
found their way to the north of Ireland, which — 
is within fight of their own country. ‘That Ire- 
land was firft peopled from Britain is, at length, a 
matter that admits of no doubt. The vicinity 
of the two iflands; the exact correfpondence of — 
the ancient inhabitants of both, in point of man- 
ners and language, are fufficient proofs, even if 
we had not the teftimony of* authors of undoubt- — 
ed veracity to confirm it. ‘The abettors of the 
moft romantic fyitems of Irifh antiquities — 
it; but they place the colony from Britain in an _ 
improbable andremote era. I fhall eafily admit 
that the colony of the Firbelg, confefledly the 
Beigae 
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_Belgz of Britain, fettled in the fouth of Ireland, 
‘before the Cad/, or Caledonians, difcovered the 
‘north : but it is not at all likely, that the migra- 
tion of the Firbolg to Ireland happened many 
-centuries before the chriftian cera. 

The poem of Temora throws confiderable light 
von this fubject. ‘The accounts given in it agree 
fo well with what the ancients have delivered, 
-concerning the firft population and inhabitants 
of Ireland, that every unbiaffed perfon will con- 
“fefs them more probable, than the legends hand- 
ed down, by tradition, in that country. It ap- 
pears,: that, in the days of Trathal, grandfather 
,to Fingal, Ireland was poffefled by two nations ; 
the Firbolg or Belge of Britain, who inhabited 
the fouth, and the Caé/, who paffed over from 

Caledonia and the Hebrides to Ulfter. ‘The 
two nations, as is ufual among an unpolifhed and 
lately fettled people, were divided into fmall dy- 
nafties, fubje& to petty kings, or chiefs, inde- 
pendent of one another. In this fituation, it is 
probable, they continued long, without any ma- 
terial revolution in the ftate of the ifland, until 
‘Crothar, Lord of Atha, a country in Connaught’ 
~ the moft potent chief of the Firbo/g, carried away. 
~-Conlama, the daughter of Cathmin, a chief of 
‘the Caé/, who pofieffed Ulfter. 
Conlama had been betrothed fome time before. 
to Turloch, a chief of their own nation. Tur- 
loch refented the affront offered him by Crothar, 
‘made an irruption into Connaught, and_ killed 
~ Cormul, the brother of Crothar, who came to 
_ oppofe his progrefs. Crothar himfelf then took 
arms, and either killed or expelled ‘Turloch. 
_ The war, upon this, became general, between 
_sthe two nations : and the Cael were reduced to 
_ the laft extremity. In this fituation, they ap- 
| plied, 
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plied, for aid, to Trathal king of Morven, who — 
fent his brother Conar, already famous for his © 
great exploits, to their relief. Conar upon his — 
arrival in Ulfter, was chofen king, by the unani--— 
mous confent of the Caledonian tribes, who po — 
feffed that country. The war was renewed with 
vigour and fuccefs; but the Firbolg appear to have 
been rather repelled than fubdued. In fucceed- — 
ing reigns, we learn from epifodes in the fame © 
poem, that the chiefs of Atha made feveral efforts — 
to become monarchs of Ireland, and to expel the 
race of Conar. ide 

To Conar fucceeded his fon Cormac, who ap- 
pears to have reigned long. In his latter days he 
feems to have been driven to the laft extremity, 
by an infurrection of the Firbolg, who fupported 
the pretenfions of the chiefs of Atha to the 
Trifh throne. Fingal, who then was very young, 
came to the aid of Cormac, totally. defeated 
Colc-ulla, chief of Atha, and re-eftablifhed Cor- — 
mac in the fole poffeffion of all Ireland. It was — 
then he fell in love with, and took to wife, Ros- — 
crana, the daughter of Cormac, who was the © 
mother of Offian. : 

Cormac was fucceeded in the Irifh throne by — 
his fon, Cairbre; Cairbre by Artho, his fon, — 
who was the father of that Cormac, in whofe — 
minority the invafion of Swaran happened, which — 
is the fubject of the poem of Fingal. ‘The family — 
of Atha, who had not relinquifhed their preten- — 
fions to the Irifh throne, rebelled in the mino- — 
rity of Cormac, defeated his adherents, and — 
murdered him in the palace of Temora. Cair- 
bar, lord of Atha, upon this, mounted the throne. 
His ufurpation foon ended with his life; for ~ 
Fingal made an expedition into Ireland, and re= — 
ftored, after various viciflitudes of fortune, the ~ 

family 
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family of Conar to the poffeffion of the kingdom. 
This war is the fubject of Temora; the events, 
though.certainly heightened and embellifhed by 
poetry, feem, notwithftanding, to have their 
foundation in true hiftory. 

Temora contains not only the hiftory of the 
firft migration of the Caledonians into Ireland, it 
alfo preferves fome important facts, concerning 
the firft fettlement of the Firéc/g, or Belge of Bri- 
tain, in that kingdom, under their leader Lar- 
thon, who was anceftor to Cairbar and Cathmor, 
who fucceffively mounted the Irifh throne, after 
the death of Cormac, the fon of Artho. _ I for- 
bear to tranfcribe the paflage, on account of its 
length. ‘It is the fong of Fonar, the bard; to- 
ewards<he latter end of the feventh book of Te- 
‘mora. As the generations from Larthon to Cath- 
mor, to whom the epifode is addreffed, are not 
marked, as are thofe of the family of Conar, 

the firft king of Ireland, we can form no judg- 
ment of the time of the fettlement of the Firbolg. 
It is, however, probable, it was fome.time before 
the Caé/, or Caledonians, fettledin Ulfter. One 
important fact may be gathered from this hiftory, 
that the Irifh had no king before the latter end 
of the firft century. Fingal lived, it is fuppofed 
_4n the third century ; fo Conar, the firft monarch 
of the Irifh, who was his grand-uncle, cannot be 
placed farther back than the clofe of the firft. To 
' eftablifh this faét, is to lay, at once, afide the 
| pretended antiquities of the Scots and Irifh, and 
_ to get quit of the long lift of kings which the lat- 

| fer give us for a millennium before. 
_ Of the affairs of Scotland, it is certain, no- 
thing can be depended upon, prior to the reign 
Of Fergus, the fon of Erc, who lived in the fifth 
«entury. The true hiftory of Ireland begins 
| fomewhat 
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fomewhat later than that period. Sir James 
Ware *, “who was indefatigable in his refearches 
after the antiquities of his country, rejects, as 
miere fiction and idle romance, all that is related 
of the ancient Irifh, before the time of St. Pa- 
trick, and the reign of Leogaire. It is from this 
confideration, that he begins his hiftory at the 
introduction of Chriftianity, remarking, that all 
that is delivered down, concerning the times of 
paganifm, were tales of late invention, ftrangely 
mixed with anachronifms and inconfiftencies. 
Such being the opinion of Ware, who had col-_ 
lected with uncommon induftry and ‘zeal, all the 
real and pretendeédly ancient manufcripts, con- 
cerning the hiftory of his country, we may, on 
his authority, reject the improbable and felf-con- | 
demned tales of Keating and O’Flaherty. Credu-— 
lous and puerile to the laft degree, they have 
difgraced the antiquities they meant to eftablifh. 
It is to be wifhed, that fome able Irifhman, who 
underftands ‘the’ language and records of his | 
country, may redeem, ere it is too late, the ge- | 
nuine antiquities of Ireland, from the. hands of 
thefe idle fabulifts. 

By comparing the hiftory in thefe poems witha 
the legends of the ‘Scots and Irifh writers, and, | 
by afterwards examining both by the teft of the : 
Roman authors, it is eafy to difcover which i is : 
the moit probable. Probability is all that can. 
be eftablifhed on the authority of tradition, ever | 
dubious and uncertain. But when it favours the 
hypethetis laid down by cotemporary writers 0 ! 
undoubted veracity, and, asit were, finifhes the 
figure of which they only drew the out-lines, it 
ought, in the judgment of fober reafon, to be 
preferred to accounts framed in dark and diftant 

periods, — 
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’ gfeans of changing the national character. The 
next thing which contributed to it was their 
mixture with ftrangers. 

In the countries which the Scots had con- 
guered from the Britons, it is probable the moft 
of the old inhabitants remained. Thefe incor- 
porating with the conquerors, taught them agri- 
culture, and other arts, which they themfelves 

_ had received from the Romans. The Scots, 
however, in number as well as power, being the 
moft predominant, retained {till their language, 
and as many of the cuftoms of their anceftors, as 
fuited with the nature of the country they pof- 
feffed. Even the union of the two Caledonian 
kingdoms did not much affect the national cha- 
racter. Being originally defcended from the 

’ fame ftock, the manners of the Picts and Scots 
were as fimilar as the different natures of the 
countries they pofleffed permitted. 

What brought about a total change in the ge- 
dius of the Scots nation, was their wars, and other 


tranfactions with the Saxons. 


Several counties 


in the fouth of Scotland were alternately pofleffed 

‘They were ceded in the 

ninth age, to the Scots, and, it is probable, that 

moft of the Saxon inhabitants remained in poffef- 

During the feveral conquetts 
and revolutions in England, many fled, for re- 
fuge, into Scotland, to avoid the oppreflion of 
foreigners, or the tyranny of domeftic ufurpers ; 

- in fo much, that the Saxon race formed perhaps 
near one half of the Scottifh kingdom. The 
Saxon manners and language daily gained ground 
on the tongue and cuftoms of the ancient Cale- 
donians, till, at laft, the latter were entirely re« 
legated.to inhabitants of the mountains, who 
were {till unmixed with itrangers. 


by the two nations. 


fion of their lands. 
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It was after the acceflion of territory which 
the Scots received, upon the retreat of the Ro- 
mans from Britain, that the inhabitants of the 
Highlands were divided into clans. ‘The king, 
‘when he kept his court in the mountains, was 
-cconfidered, by the whole nation, as the chief of 
their blood. ‘Their fmall number, as well as the 
prefence of their prince, prevented thofe divifions, 
which, afterwards, fprung forth into fo many 
feparate tribes. "When the feat of government 
avas removed to the fouth, thofe who remained 
an the Highlands were, of courfe, neglected. 
They naturally formed themfelves into {mall fo- 
cieties, independent of one another. Each fo~ 
ciety had its own regu/us, who either was, or in 
_-the fucceffion of a few generations, was regarded 
as chief of their blood. "The nature of the 
country favoured an inftitution of this fort. A 
few valleys, divided from one another by exten- 
five heaths and impaffable mountains, form the 
face of the Highlands. In thefe valleys the chiefs 
fixed their refidence. Round them, and almoft 
within fight of their dwellings, were the: habita- 
.tions of their relations and dependents. 

The feats of the Highland chiefs were neither 
difagreeable-nor inconvenient. Surrounded with ~ 
mountains and -hanging woods, they were co= 
vered from the inclemency of the weather. Near © 
them generally ran a pretty Jarge river, which, ~ 
difcharging itfelf not far off, into an arm of the © 
fea, or extenfive lake, fwarmed with variety of © 
filh. The woods were ftocked with wild-fowl 5 — 
and the heaths and mountains behind them were _ 
the natural feat of the red-deer and roe. If we ~ 
make allowance for the backward ftate of agri- 
culture, the valleys were not unfertile ; afford- 
jng, if not all the conveniencies, at leaft the ne- 

F ceflaries. 
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ceffaries of life. Here the chief lived, the fu- 
preme judge and lawgiver of his own people ; but 
his fway was neither fevere nor unjuit. As the 
populace regarded him as the chief of their-blood, 
fo he, inreturn, confidered them as members of 
his family. His commands, therefore, though 
abfolute and decifive, partook more of the authe- 
rity of a father, than of the rigour- of a judge. 
Though the whole territory of the tribe was con 
fidered as the property of the chief, yet his vaf- 
fals made him no other confideration for their 
lands than fervices, neither burdenfome nor fre- 
quent. As he feldom went from home, he was at 
no expence. His table was fupplied by his own 
herds, and what-his numerous attendants killed 
in hunting. 

In this rural kind of magnificence, the High=- 
land chiefs lived, for many ages. Ata diftance 
from the feat of government, and {fecured, «by 
the inacceffibleneis_ of their country, they were 
free and independent. As they had little com- 


munication with ftrangers, the cuftoms of ,their 
_anceftors remained among them, and. their lan- 


guage retained. its original purity.. Naturally - 
fond of military fame, and remarkably attached 
to the memory of their anceftors,. they delighted 
in traditions and. fongs, concerning the exploits of 


their nation, and efpecially of their own particu- 


lar families. A fucceffion of bards was retained 
in every’ clan, to hand down the memorable ac- 
tions of their forefathers. As Fingal and his 
chiefs were the moft renowned names in traditi- 
on, the bards took care to place them in the ge- 
nealogy of every great family. ‘They became fa- 
mous among the people, and an object of fiction 
and poetry to the bards. 

| K 3 The 
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The bards ereéted their immediate patrons into — 
heroes, and celebrated them in their fongs. As 
the circle of their knowledge was narrow, their 
ideas-were confined in proportion. <A few hap- 
py expreflions, and the manners they reprefent, 
may pleafe thofe who underftand the language ; 
their obfcurity and inaccuracy would difguft in a 
tranflation. It was chiefly for this reafon, that 
I have rejected wholly the works of the bards in 
my publications. Offian acted in a more exten- 
five {phere, and his ideas ought to be more no- 
ble and univerfal ; neither gives he, I prefume, 
fo many of thofe peculiarities, which are only 
underftood in a certain period or country. ‘The 
other bards have their beauties, but not in this 


-— fpecies of compofition. Their rhimes, only cal- 


culated to kindle a martial fpirit among the vul- 
gar, afford very little pleafure to genuine tafte. 
This obfervation only regards their poems of the_ 
heroic kind; in every inferior fpecies of poetry 
they are more fuccefsful. They exprefs the ten- 
der melancholy of defponding love, with fimpli- 
city and nature. So well adapted are the founds 
of the words to the fentiments, that, even with- 
out any knowledge of the language they pierce” 
and diffolve the heart. Succefsful love is exprefs= 
ed with peculiar tendernefs and elegance. In all 
their compofitions, except the heroic, which was_ 
folely calculated to animate the vulgar, they giv 
us the genuine language of the heart, without’ 
any of thofe affected ornaments of phrafeology, 
which, tho’ intended to beautify fentiments, die 
veft them of their natural force. The ideas, it 
is confeffed, are too local, to be admired, in ano= 
ther language ; to thofe who are acquainted with 
the manners they reprefent, and the fcenes they 
defcribe, 
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defcribe, they muft afford pleafure and fatisfac- 


tion. 

It was the locality of their defcription and fen 
timent, that, probably, has kept them hitherto in 
the obfcurity. of an almoft loft language. ‘The 

ideas of an unpolifhed period are fo contrary to 
the prefent advanced ftate of fociety, that more 
than a common mediocrity of: tafte is required, 
to relifh them as they. deferve. ‘Thofe who alone 
are capable of transferring ancient ‘poetry into a 
modern language, might be better employed in 
giving ori iginals var their own, were it not for that 
“wretched envy-and meannefs which affects to def- 
pife cotemporary, genius. My firft publication» 
~“was merely accidental. Had I then met with 
lefs approbation, my after-purfuits would have 
' been more profitable ; at leaft I might have con- 
tinued to be ftupid, without being branded with 
dulneis. 

Thefe poems may furnifh light to antiquaries, - 
as well as fome pleafure to the lovers of poetry. 
The firft population of Ireland, its firft kings, 
and feveral circumitances, which regard its con- 
nection of old with the fouth and north of Bri- 
tain, are prefented in feveral epifodes. ‘The fub- 
ject and cataftrophe of the poem are founded up- 
on facts, which regarded the firft peopling of that 
country, and the contefts between the two Bri- 
tifh nations, who originally inhabited that ifland. 
In a preceding part of this Dufertation, I have 
fhewn how fuperior the pr obability of this fyftem 
is to the undigefted fictions of the Irifh bards, 
and the more recent and regular legends of both 

__trifh and Scottith hiftorians. I mean not to give 
offence to the abettors of the high antennae of 
the two Bee ns though I have all along exprefs- 
ed my doubts, concerning the veracity and abili- 

Kg 4 tics 
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ties of thofe who deliver down their ancient hifto- 
ry. For my own part, I prefer the national 
fame, arifing from a few certain facts, to the 
legendary and uncertain annals of ages of remote 
and ob{fcure antiquity. No kingdom now efta- 
blifhed in Europe can pretend to equal antiquity 
with that of the Scots, inconfiderable as it may 
appear in other refpects, even according to my 
fyftem, fo that it is altogether needlefs to fix its 
origin a fictitious millennium before. 

Since the firft publication of thefe poems, ma- 


ny infinuations have been made, and doubts arifen - 


‘concerning their authenticity. Whether thefe 
‘fufpicions are fuggefted by prejudice, or are only 
the effects of malice, I neither know nor care. 
Thofe who have doubted my veracity have paid 
a compliment to my genius ; and were even the 
allegation true, my felf-denial might have atoned 
for my fault. Without vanity I fay it, I think 
I could write tolerable poetry ; and I affure my 
antagonifts, that I fhould not tranflate peice’ I 
could not imitate. 

As prejudice is the effect of ignorance, I am 
not furprized at its"being general.. An age that 
produces few marks of genius ought to be {pars 
ing of admiration. ‘The truth is, the bulk of man 
kind have ever been led, by reputation more than 
tafte, in’articles of literature. If allthe Romans, 
who admired Virgil, underftood his beauties, he 
would have fcarce deferved to have come down 
to us, through fo many centuries. Unlefs genius 
were in fathion, Homer himfelf might have 
written in vain. He that wifhes to come with 
weight, on the fuperficial, muft fkim the fur- 
face, in their own fhallow way. Were my aim 
to gain the many, I would write a madrigal fooner 
than an heroic poem. Laberius himfelf would 
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be always fure of more followers than Sophos 
cles. : 

Some who doubt the authenticity of this 
work, with peculiar acutenefs appropriate them to 
the Irifh nation. Tho’ it is not eafy to conceive 
how thefe poems can belong to Ireland and to me 
at once, I fhall examine the fubject, without 
further animadverfion on the blunder. 

Of all the nations. defcended from the ancient 
Celtz, the Scots and Irifh are the moft fimilar in 
language, cuftoms, and manners.. ‘This argues a 
more intimate connection between them, thana 
semote defcent from the great Celtic ftock. Itis 
evident, in fhort, that at fome one period or o- 
ther, they formed. one fociety, were fubject to the 
fame government, and were, in all refpects, one 
and the fame people.. How they became divided, 
which the colony, or which the mother nation, I 
have in another work amply difcuffed.. The firft 
circumf{tance that induced me to difregard the 
vulgarly-received opinion of the Hibernian ex- 
traction of the Scottifh nation, was my obfervati- 
ens on their ancient language. ‘That dialect of 
the Celtic tongue, fpoken in the north of Scot- 
land, ismuch more pure, more agreeable to its 
mother language, and more abounding with pri- 
mitives, than that now fpoken, or even that 
which has been written for fome centuries back, 
amongft the moft unmixed part of the Irith na- 
tion. A Scotchman, tolerably converfant in his 
own language, underftands an Irith compofition, 
from that derivative analogy which it has to the 
Galic of North Britain. An Irifhman, on the 
other hand, without the aid of ftudy, can never 
underftand a compofition in the Galic tongue. 
This affords a proof, that the Scotch Galic is the 
mott original, and confequently, the language of 
amore ancient and unmixed people, ‘The Irith, 
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however backward they may be to allow any 
thing to the prejudice of their antiquity, feem in- 
advertently to acknowledge it, by the very appel- 
Jation they give to the dialeé&t they fpeak. They 
call their own language Caélic, Eirinach, i. e. Ca- 
ledonian Irifb, when, on the contrary, they call 
the dialect of North Britain a Chaélic, or the Ca- 
Jedonian tongue, emphatically. A circumftance of 
this nature tends more to decide which is the 
moft ancient nation, than the united teftimonies 
of a whole legion of ignorant bards and fenachies, 
who, perhaps, never dreamed of bringing the 
Scots from Spain to Ireland, till fome one of 
them, more learned than the reft, difcovered, 
that the Romans called the firft Ideria, and the 
latter Hibernia. On fuch a flight foundation 
were probably built the romantic fictions, con- 
cerning the Milefians of Ireland. 

From internal proofs it fufficiently appears, 
that the poems publifhed under the name of Of- 
fian, are not of Irifh compofition., The favou- 
rite chimera, that Ireland is the mother-country | 
of the Scots, is ‘totally fubverted and ruined. 
The fictions concerning the antiquities of that 
country, which were forming for ages, and grow- 
ing as they came down, on the hands of fuccef- 
five fenachies and jfileas, are found, at laft, to be 
the {purious brood of modern and ignorant ages. 
To thofe who know how tenacious the Irifh are, 
of their pretended Iberian defcent, this alone is 
proof fufficient, that poems, fo fubverfive of — 
their fyftem, could never be produced by an © 
Hibernian bard. But when we look to the lan- 
guage, it is fo different’ from the Irith dialect, 
that it would be as ridiculous to think, that Mil- 
ton’s Paradife Loft could be wrote by a Scottifh. 

peafant, 
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peafant, as to fuppofe, that the poems afcribed to 
Offian were writ in Ireland. 


The pretenfions of Ircland. to ‘Offian proceed © 


from another quarter. ‘There are handed down, 


in that country, traditional poems, concerning 
the Fiona, or the heroes of Fion Mac Comual. 
This Fion, fay the Irith annalifts, was general of 
the militia of Ireland, in the reign of Cormac, in 
the third century. Where Keating and O’Fla- 
herty learned, that Ireland had an embedied mili- 
tia fo early, is not eafy for me to determine. 
Their information certainly did not come from 
the Irifh poems, concerning Fion. I have jut 
now in my hands, all that remain, of thofe compo- 
fitions 5 but, unluckily for the antiquities of Ire- 
land, they appear to be_ the work of a very mo- 
dern period. Every ftanza, nay almoft every le 
affords ftriking proofs, that they cannot be three 
centuries old. ‘Their allufions to the manners 
and cuftoms of the fifteenth century, are fo many 
that it is matter of wonder’ to me, how any.one 
could dream of their antiquity. They are entire- 
ly writ in that romantic tafte, which prevailed 


/ 


two ages ago. Giants, enchanted caftles, dwarfs, ° 


palfreys, witches and magicians form the whole 
circle of the poet’s invention. ‘The celebrated 
Fion could {carcely move from one hillock to ano- 
ther, without encountering a giant, or being en- 
tangled in the circles of a magician. Witches, on 
broomfticks, were continually hovering round 
him, like crows ; and he had freed enchanted 
virgins in every valley in Ireland. In _ fhort, 
Hion, great as he was, pafled a difagreeable life. 
Not only had he to engage all the mifchiefs in his 
own country, foreign armies invaded him, aflifted 
by magicians and witches, and headed by kings, 
as tall as the main-maft of a fir rate. It mutt 

‘ be 


> 
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be owned, however that Fion was not inferior te 
them in height. 
A chosair Cromleach, druim-ard, 
Chos eile air Crom-meal dubh, 
Thoga Fion le lamh mhoir 
An Wuifge o Ludbair na fruth. 
With one foot on Cremleach his brow, 
The other on Crommal the dark, 
Fion took up with his large hand 
‘The water from Zubar of the ftreams. 
Cromleach and Crommal were two mountains in 
the neighbourhood of one another, in Uliter, and 
the river Lubar ran through the intermediate 
valley. The property of fuch a monfter as this 
Fion, 1 fhould never have difputed with any 
_ mation. But the bard himfelf, in the poem, from 
-which the above quotation is taken, cedes him 
to Scotland. - 
Fion o Asin, fiol nan laoich! 
Fion from ALBION, race of heroes! 
wily it allowable to contradict the authority of 
a bard, at this diftance of time, I fhould have 
given as my opinion, that this enormous ion 


was of the race of the Hibernian giants, of Rua-. 


nus, or fome other celebrated name, rather than. 
a native of Caledonia, whofe inhabitants, now at 
leaft, are not remarkabie for their ftature. As 
- for the poetry, I leave it to the reader. 

If Fron was fo remarkable for his ftature, his. 

eroes had alfo other extraordinary properties. 
In weight all the fons of Jirangers yielded to the 
celebrated Ton-iofal; and for I nardnefs of ikull, 
and, perhaps, for thicknefs too, the valiant 
Gis {tood airs valled and alone... Offian himfelf 
had many fingular and lefs delicate qualifications, 
than playing on the harp; and the brave Cuthul- | 


lin was of fo diminutive a fize, as to be taken for _ 


- achild of two years of age, by the gigantic 

Swaran. To illuftrate this fubject, I fhall here 

lay before the reader, the hiftory of fome of hie 
tri 


Fees. Aa ae 
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Irifh poems, concerning Fion Mac Comnal. A 
tranflation of thefe pieces, if well executed, 
might afford fatisfa¢tion, in an uncommon way, 
to the Public. But this ought to be the work 
of a native of Ireland. "To draw forth, from 
obfcurity, the poems of my own country, has 
- wafted all the time I had allotted for the mufes ; 
befides, Iam too diffident of my own abilities, 
to undertake fuch a work. A gentleman in 
Dublin accufed me to the Public, of committing 
blunders and abfurdities, in tranflating the lan- 
guage of my own country, and that before any 
tranflation of mine appeared *. How the gen- 
tleman came to fee my blunders before I com- 
mitted them, is not eafy to determine; if he did 
not conclude, that, as aScot{man, and, of courfe 
defcended of the Milefian race, I might have 
committed fome of thofe overfights, which, per- 
haps very unjuftly, are faid to be peculiar to 

them. 
From the whole tenor of the Irifh poems, con- 
cerning the Fiona, it appears, that Pion Mac 
Comnal 


* In Faulkner’s Dublin Journal, ef the 1f December, 176r, 
appeared the following advertifement : two weeks before 
my firft publication appeared in London. 

Speedily will be publifhed, by a gentleman of this king- 
dom, who hath been, for fome time paft, employed in tran 
lating and writing hiftorical Notes to 
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Originally wrote in the Irifh or Erfe language. In the preface 
to which, the tranflator, whois a perfe& mafter of the Irith 
tongue, will give an account of the manners and cuftoms of 
the ancient Irifh or Scotch: and, therefore, moft humbly in- 
treats the public, to wait for his edition, which will appear in 
a fhort time, as he will fet forth allthe blunders and abfur- 
dities in the edition now printing in London, and fhew the 
ignorance of the Englifh tranflator, in his knowledge of Irifh 
grammar, not underitanding any part of that accideng. 
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Comnal flourifhed in the reign of Cormac, which ; 
is placed, by the univerfal confent of the fena-~ 
chies, in the third century. They even fix the | 
death of Fingal in the year 286, yet his fon Of 
fian is made cotemporary with St. Patrick, who — 
preached the gofpel in Ireland about the middle 
of the fifth age. _Offian, though, at that time, © 
he muft have been two hundred and fifty years — 
of age, hada ddughter young enough to become 
wife to the faint. On account of this family 
connection, Patrick of the Pfalms, for fo the 
apoftle of Ireland is emphatically called in the 
poems, took great delight in the company of 
Offian, and in hearing the great actions of his 
family. ‘The faint fometimes threw off the aufte- 
rity of his profeffion, drunk freely, and had 
his foul properly warmed with wine, to receive 
‘ with becoming enthufiafm, the poems of his fa- 
ther-in-law. One of the poems begins with this - 
piece of ufeful information. 
Lo don rabh Papric na mhir, 
Gun Sailm air uidh, acha gl, 
Ghluais é thigh Offan mhié Fhion, 
O fan leis bu bhinn a ghloir. 
The title of this poem is Teantach mor na Fiona. Tt 
appears to have been founded on the fame ftory 
with the battle of Lora. The circumftances and 
cataftrophe in both are much the fame; but the — 
Irifh Offian difcovers the age im which he lived, ~ 
by an unlucky anachronifm. After defcribing ; 
the total rout of Erragon, he very gravely — 
-concludes with this remarkable anecdote, that — 
none of the foe efcaped, but a few, who were ~ 
permitted to go on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land. 
‘This circumftance fixes the date of the compofi- — 
tion of the peace fome centuries after the famous 


croifade; for, it is evident, that the poet thought 
the — 


~ 
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the time of the croifade fo ancient, that he con- 


founds it with the age of Fingal. Erragon, in 
the courfe of this poem, is often called, 

Riogh Lochlin an do fhloigh, 

King of Denmark of two aations, 
which alludes to the union of the kingdoms of 
Norway and Denmark, a circumftance which 
happened under Margaret de Waldemar, in the 
clofe of the fourteenth ages Modern, however, 
as this pretended Offian was, it is certain, he 
lived before the Irifh had dreamed of appropri- 
ating Pion, or Fingal, to themfelves. -He con- 
cludes the poem, with this reflection : 

Na fagha fe comhthrém nan n’ arm, 

Erragon Mac Annir nan Jann glas 

*San n’ ALBIN nin’ abairtair Triath 

Agus ghlaoite an n’ Fhiona as. 
« Had Erragon, fon of Annir of gleaming 
{words, avoided the equal conteft ofarms, (fingle © 
combat) no chief fhould have afterwards been 
numbered in ALBION, and the heroes of Fion 
fhould no more be named.” 

The next poem that falls under our obferva- 
tion is Cath-cabhra, or, The death of Ofcar. "This 
piece is founded on the fame ftory which we have 
in the firft book of Temora. So little thought 
the author of Cath-cabhra of making Ofcar his 
countryman, that, in the courfe of two hundred 
lines, of which the poems confift, he puts the 
following expreffion thrice in the mouth of the 
hero: 

ALBIN an fa d’ roina m’ arach—— 
ALBION where I was born and bred. 
The poem contains almoft all the incidents in 
the firft bock of Temora. In one circumftance 
the bard differs materially from Offian. Ofcar, 
after he was mortally wounded by Cairbar, was 
carried 
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carried by his people to a neighbouring hill, — 
which commanded a profpect of the fea. A fleet 
appeared at a diftance, and the hero exclaims. — 
with joy, 
' Loingeas‘mo fhean-atliair at’ aa 
*S iad a tiachd le cabhair chugain,. 
O ALsiN nan’ ioma ftuagh. 

€¢ Tt is the fleet of my grandfather, coming with — 
aid to our field, from ALBION of many waves!" — 
—The teftimony of this bard is fufficient to: — 
confute the idle fictions of Keating and O’Fla- 
herty ; for though he is far from being ancient, 
it is probable, he flourifhed a full century before 
thefe hiftorians.. He appears, however, to have 
been a much better chriftian than chronologer 3. 
for Fion, though he is placed two centuries before 
St. Patrick, very devoutly recommends the foul 
of his grandfon to his Redeemer. 

Duan a Gharibh Mac-Starn is another Irith 
poem in high repute. The grandeur of its images, 
‘and its pr ‘opriety of fentiment, might have in—_ 
duced me to give a tranflation of it, had not I~ 
fome expectations, which are now over, of fee-. 
ing it in the collection of the Irifh Offian’s poems,, — 
promifed twelve years fince, to the public. The — 
author defcends fometimes from the region of the — 
fublime to low and indecent defcription; the laft 
of which, the Irifh tranflator, no doubt, will — 
choofe to leave in the obfcurity of the original. 
In this piece Cuthullin is ufed with very little ce- 
remony, for he is oft called, the dog of Tara, in © 
the county of Meath. ‘This fevere title of the — 
redoubtable Cuthullin, the moft renowned of Irifh: — 
champions, proceeded from the poet’s ignorance — 
of etymology. Cu, voice, or commander, figni- © 
fies alfo a dog. “The poet chofe the laft, as the 
moft noble appellation for his hero. mt 

\=s 
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The fubje&t of the poem is the fame with that 
“of the epic poem of Fingal. Caribh Mac-Starn 
is the fame with Offian’s Swaran, the fon of 
—Starno. His fingle combats with, and his vic- 
tory over all the heroes of Ireland, excepting 
‘the celebrated dog of Tara, i.e. Cuthullin, afford 
“matter for two hundred lines of tolerable poetry. 
Caribh’s progrefs in fearch of Cuthullin, and his 
‘intrigue with the gigantic Emir-bragal, that 
hero’s wife, enables the poet to extend his piece 
to four hundred lines. ‘This author, it is true, 
makes Cuthullin a native of Ireland; the gigan- 
tic Emir-bragal he calls the guiding flar of the 
avomen of Ireland. "The property of this enor- 
mous lady I fhall not difpute with him, or any 
other. But, as he fpeaks with great tendernefs 
of the daughters of the convent, and throws out 
fome hints againft the Englifh nation, it is pro« 
bable he lived in tce modern a period to be in- 
timately acquainted with the genealogy of Cu- 
thullin. 

Another. Irifh Offian, for there were many, 
as appears from their difference in language and 
fentiment, {peaks very dogmatically of Fion Mac 
Comnal, as an Irifhman. Little can be faid for 
the judgment of this poet, and lefs for his delica- 
cy of fentiment. ‘The hiftory of one of his epi- 
fodes may, at. once, ftand as a fpecimen of his 
want of both. Ireland, in the days of Fion, hap- 
pened to be threatened with an invafion, by three 
great potentates, the kings of Lochlin, Sweden, 
and France. It is needlefs to infift upon the im- 
propriety of a French invafion of Ireland ; it is 
fufficient for me to be faithful to the language of 
my author. in, upon receiving intelligence of 
the intended invafion, fent Ca-olt, Offian, and 
Ofcar, to watch the bay, in which it was appre- 

hended, 
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hended, the enemy was to land. . Ofcar was th 3 
worft choice of a fcout that could be made, fo 
brave.as he was, he had the bad property of fail 
ing very often afleep on his poft, nor was it pof- 
‘fible to awake him, without cutting off one of 
his fingers, or. dafhing a large ftone againft his 
head. When the enemy appeared, Ofcar, very 
unfortunately, was afleep. Offian and Ca-olt 
confulted about the method of wakeaing him, | 
and they, at laft, fixed on the ftone, as the lef 
dangerous expedient. : 4 
Gun thog Caoilte a-chlach, nach gan, , 
Agus an’ aighai’ chiean gun bhuail ; J 
Tri mil an tulloch gun chri’, &c. f 
** Ca-olt took up a heavy ftone, and ftruch ct 
againft the hero’s head. ‘The hill fhook for three f 
miles, as the ftone rebounded and rolled away.” 
Ofcar rofe in wrath, and his father gravely dell 
fired him to fpend his rage on his enemies, 
which he did to.fo good purpofe, that he fingly” 
routed a whole wing of their army. The confé-* 
derate kings advanced, notwithftandirg, till they” 
came to a narrow Babe poffeffed by the celebrated © 
Ton-iofal. ‘This name is very fignificant of the” 
finoular property of the hero who ‘bore it. Ton-_ 
iofal, though brave, was fo heavy and unwieldy, . 
that when he fat down, it took the whole forée 
ofan hundred men to fet him upright on his feet 
apain. Luckily for the-prefervation of Ireland, = 
the hero ju bene to be ftanding when the ene- 
my appeared, and he gave fo good an account of 
them, that Fon, upon his arrival, found little to 
do, -but to divide the {poil among-his foldiérs. 
All 'thefe vs bcd lalate heroes, Fion, Offian; - 
Ofcar and Ca-olt, fays the poet, were 
Siol Eaxin na gorm Jann: 


The fons of Exin of blite fieels 


~ 


Neither 
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Neither fhall I much difpute the matter with — 
him: He has my confent alfo to appropriate to 
Ireland the celebrated Ton-iofal. I fhall rath 
fay, that they are different perfons from thofe of 
the fame name, in the Scotch poems; and that, 
though the ftupendous valour of the firft is fo re- 
_ markable, they have not been equally lucky with 
_ thelatter, in their poet. It is fomewhat extra- 
ordinary, that Pion, who lived fome ages before 
St. Patrick, fwears like a very good chriitian : 

Air an Dia do chum gach ca/e. 

By God, abo Jjeaped every cafe. 

t is worthy of being remarked, that, in the line 
quoted, Offian, who lived in St. Patrick’s days, 
feems to have underftood fomething of the Eng- 
lifh, a language notthen fubfifting. A perfon, 
more fanguine for the honour of his country than 
I am, might argue, from this circumftance, that 
this pretendedly Irith Offian was a native of Scot- 
land ; for my countrymen are univerfally allowed 
to ae an exclufive right to the fecond-fight. 

From the inftances given, the reader may form 

a complete idea of the Irifh compofitions con- 
cerning the Fiona. ‘The greateft part of them 
make the heroes of Fion, 

Siol ALBIN a n’nioma caoile. 

The race of ALBION of many firths. 
The reft make them natives of Ireland. But, 
the truth is, that their authority is of little con- 
fequence on either fide. From the inftances I 
have given, they appear to have been the work 
of avery modern period. ‘The pious ejaculations 
they contain, their allufions to the manners of 
the times, fix them to the fifteenth century. 
Had even the authors of thefe pieces avoided all 


allufions to their own times, it is impoflible that 
the ~ 
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the poems could pafs for ancient, in the eyes of — 
any perfon tolerably converfant with the Trith, 
tongue. ‘The idiom is fo corrupted and fo many — 
words borrowed from the Englifh, that the lan 

guage muft have made: confiderable progrefs in 
Ireland before the poems were written. 

It remains now to. fhew, how the Irifh bards - 
begun: to appropriate the Scottifh Offian and his 
heroes to their own country. After the Englith | 
conqueft, many of the natives of Ireland, averfe 
to a foreign yoke, either actually were in a ftate of - 
hoftility with the conquerors, or, at leaft, paid.” 
little regard to their government. ‘The Scots, in 
thofe ages, were often in open war, .2nd never in. 
cordial friendfhip with the Englifh. . The fimi- 
larity of manners and language, the traditions con- 
cerning their common origin, and above all, their: 
having to do with the fame ‘enemy, created a free< 
~and friendly intercourfe. between the Scottifh-— 
and Irifh nations. As the cuftom of retaining — 
bards and fénachies was’ common to both; fo: 
each, no doubt, had formed a fyftem of hiftory — 
it matters net: how much foever fabulous, con- 
cerning their refpective origin. It was the na- 
tural policy of the times, to reconcile the tradi- 
tions:of both nations together, and, if poffible, — 
to reduee them from the fame original f{tock. i 

‘The Saxon manners and Janguage had, at that 
time, made great progrefs in the foutli-of Scot- 
land. ‘The anaes uae language, and the traditional. ~ 
hiftory of the nation, became confined entirely 
to the inhabitants of the Highlands, then fallen, 
from feveral concurring circumftances, into the 
laft degree of ignorance and barbarifm. The 
Irifh, who, for fome ages before the conquetft, 
had poffeffed a competent fhare of that kind of 
learning, which then prevailed in Europe, found 

it 
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it no difficult matter to impofe their own fictions 
on the ignorant Highland fenachies. By flatter- 
ing the vanity of the Highlanders, with their 
ong lift of Heremonian kings and heroes, they, 
without contradiction, aflumed to themfelves 
the character of being the mother nation of the 
Scots of Britain. At this time, certainly, was 
eftablifhed that Hibernian fyftem of the original 
-of the Scots, which afterwards, for want of any 
other, was univerfally received. "The Scots of 
the low country, who, by lofing the language 
-of their anceftors, loft, together with it, their 
‘national traditions, received, implicitly, the hif- 
-tory of their country, from Irifh refugees, or 
from Highland fenachies, perfuaded over into 
-the Hibernian fyftem. 

Thefe circumftances are far from being ideal. 
‘We have remaining many particular traditions, 
which bear teftimony to a fact, of itfelf abune 
-dantly probable. What makes the matter in- 
conteftable is, that the ancient traditional ace 
counts of the genuine origin of the Scots, have 
‘been handed down without interruption. Tho’ 
-a few ignorant fenachies might be perfuaded out 
of their own opinion, by the fmoothnefs of an 
‘Trifh tale, it was impoflible to eradicate, from 
-among the bulk of the people, their own national 
traditions. Thefe traditions afterwards fo much 
prevailed, that the Highlanders continue totally 
unacquainted with the pretended Hibernian ex- 
tract of the Scots nation. Ignorant chronicle wri- 
ters, ftrangers to the ancient language of their 
country, preferved only from falling to the 
ground, fo improbable a ftory. , 

This fubjeét, perhaps, is purfued further than 
it deferves ; but a difcuffion of the pretenfions of 
Ireland, was become in fome meafure neceflary. 
If the Irith poems, concerning the Fiona, {hould 

{ appear 
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appear ridiculous, it is but juftice to obferve, that 


they are fcarcely more fo than the poems of other _ 
nations, at that period. .On other fubjects, the © 
bards of Ireland have difplayed a genius for poe- _ 


try. It was, alone, in matters of antiquity, that 


they were monftrous in their fables. Their love-_ 
fonnets, and their elegies on the death of perfons — 


worthy or renowned, abound with fimplicity, — 
and a wild harmony of numbers. ‘They become © 


more than an atonement of their errors, in every - 


other fpecies of poetry. But the beauty of thefe 
fpecies, depends fo much ona certain curiofa fe- 
licitas of expreffion in the original, that they muft 


appear much to difadvantage in another lans — 


guage. 
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periods, with little judgment, and upon no au- 
thority. 

Concerning the period of more than a centu- 
ry, which intervenes between Fingal and the 
reign of Fergus, the fon of Erc or Arcath, tradi- 
tion is dark and contradictory. Some trace up 
the family of Fergus to a fon of Fingal of that 
name, who makes a confiderable figure in Of- 
fian’s poems. ‘The three elder fons of Fingal, 
Offian, Fillan, and Ryno, dying without iffue, 
the fucceffion, of courfe, devolved upon Fergus, 
the fourth fon, and his pofterity. This Fergus, 
fay fome traditions, was the father of Congal, 
whofe fon was Arcath, the father of Fergus, 

_ properly called the firft king of Scots, as it was 
in his time the Caé/, who poifefled the weftern 
coaft-of Scotland, began to be diftinguifhed, by 
foreigners, by the name of Scots. From thence- 
forward, the Scots and Picts, as diftinét nations, 
became objects of attention to the hiftorians of 
other countries. The internal fiate of the two 
Caledonian kingdoms has always continued, and 
ever muft remain, in obfcurity and fable. 

It is in this epoch we mutt fix the beginning 
of the decay of that fpecies of heroifm, which 
fubfifted in the days of Fingal. ‘There are three 
ftages in human fociety. The firft is the refult 
of confanguinity, and the natural affection of the 
members of a family to one another. ‘The fe- 
cond begins when property is eftablifhed, and 
men enter into aflociations for mutual defence, 
againft the invafions and injuftice of neighbours. 

Mankind fubmit, in the third, to certain laws 
and fubordinations of government, to which they 
truft the fafety of their perfons and property. 
As the firft is formed on nature, fo, of courfe, 
it is the moft difinterefted and noble. Men, in 
the laft, have leifure to cultivate the mind, and 
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to reftore it, with reflection, to a primeval dig- 
nity of fentiment. The middle ftate is the region 
of complete barbarifm and ignorance. About 
the beginning of the fifth century, the Scots and 
Picts were advanced into.the fecond ftage, and, 
confequently, into thofe circumfcribed fenti- 
ments, which always diftinguifh karbarity. The 
events which foon after happened did not at all 
contribute to enlarge their ideas, or mend their 
national character. 

About the year 426, the Romans, on account 
of demeftic commotions, entirely forfook Bri- 
tain, finding it impoflible to defend fo diftant 
a‘frontier. ‘The Picts and Scots, feizing this 
favourable opportunity, made incurfions into the 

eferted province. The Britons, enervated by 
the flavery of feveral centuries, and thofe vices, 
which are infeparable from an advanced ftate of 
~ civility, were not able to withftand the impetu- 
ous, though irregular attacks of a barbarous ene- 
my. Inthe utmoft diftrefs, they applied to their 
old mafters, the Romans, and (after the unfer- 
tunate {tate of the empire could not fpare aid) 
to the Saxons, a nation equally barbarous and 
brave, with the enemies of whom they were fo 
much afraid. Though the bravery of the Saxons 
repelled the Caledonian nations for a time, yet 
’ the latter found’ means to extend themfelves, 
confiderably, towards the fouth. It is, in this 
period, we muft place the origin of the arts of 
civil life among the Scots. ‘The feat of govern- 
ment was removed from the mountains to the 
plain and more fertile provinces of the South, to 
be near the common enemy, in cafe of fudden 
incurfions. Inftead of roving through unfre- 
quented wilds, in fearch of fubfiftence, by means 
of hunting, men applied to agriculture, and raif- 
ing of corn. ‘This manner of life was the firft 
means 
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AMoNnG the monuments remaining of the 
ancient ftate of nations, few are more valuable 
than their poems or fongs.. Hiftory, when it 
treats of remote and dark ages, is feldom very 

inftructive. The beginnings of fociety, in every 
country, are involved in fabulous confufion; and 
though they were not, they would furnifh few 
events worth recording. But, in every period of 
fociety, human manners are a curious {pectacle ; 
and the moft natural pictures of ancient manners 
are exhibited in the ancient poems of nations. 
Thefe prefent tous, what is much more valuable 
than the hiftory of fuch traniactions as a rude age 
can afford, ‘he hiftory of human imagination 
and paffion. ‘They make us acquainted with the 
notions and feelings of our fellow-creatures in 
the moft artlefs ages ; difcovering what objects . 
they admired, and what pleafures they purfued, 
before thofe refinements of fociety had taken 
Vou. Ii. L place, 
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place, which enlarge indeed, and diverfify the: 
tranfactions, but difguife the manners of man= 
kind. 
Befides this merit, which ancient poems have 
with philofophical obfervers of human nature,. 
they have another with perfons of tafte. They 
promife fome of the higheft beauties of poetical 
writing. Irregular and unpolifhed we may ex<- 
pect the productions of uncultivated ages to be 5 
but abounding, atthe fame time, with that en-_ 
thufiafm, that vehemence and fire, which are the } 
foul of poetry. For many circumftances of thofe ! 
times which we call barbarous, are favourable to _ 
the poetical fpirit. ‘Phat ftate, in which human — 
nature {hoots wild and free, though unfit for o- 
ther improvements, certainly encourages the high — 
exertions of fancy and paflion. : : 
In the infancy of focieties, men live fcattered 
and difperijed, in the midft of folitary rural fcenes, _ 
avhere the beauties of nature are their chief en- 
tertainment. ‘They meet with many objects, to 
them new and.ftrange; their wonder and fur-_ 
prize are frequently excited; and by.the fudden — 
changes of fortune occurring in their unfettled _ 
tate of life, their paffions are raifed to the utmoft, — 
their paflions haye nothing to reftrain them :_ 
their jmagination has nothing ro check it. They © 
difplay themfelves to one another without dif- | 
guife : and gonverfe.and act in the uncovered fim- — 
plicity of nature. As their feelings are ftrong, {9 _ 
their language, of itfelf, aflumes a poetical turn. — 
Prone to exaggerate, they defcribe every thing in | 
athe ftrongeft colours ; which of courfe rende 
their fpeech picturefque and figurative. Figure 
tive language owes its rife chiefly to two caufes 5 
to the want of proper names for objects, and to | 
the influence of imagination and paffion ont the - 
orm 


! 
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form of expreffion. Both thefe caufes concur in 
the infancy of fociety. Figures are commonly 
confidered as artificial modes of fpeech, deviled 
by orators and poets, after the world had advanc- 
ed to a refined ftate. ‘The contrary of this is the 
truth. Men never have ufed fo many figures of 
ftyle, as in thofe rude ages, when, befides the 
power of a warm imagination to fuggeft lively 
images, the want of proper and precife terms for 
the ideas they would exprefs, obliged them to 
have recourfe to circumlocution, metaphor, com- 
parifon, and all thofe fubftituted forms of ex- 
preflion, which give a poetical air to language. An 
American chief, at this day, harangues at the 
head of histribe, in a more bold metaphorical 
ftyle, than a modern Eurepean would adventure 
to ufe in an Epic poem. 

In the progrefs of fociety, the genius and man- 
ners of men undergo a change more favourable 
to accuracy than to {fprightlinefs and fublimity. 
As the world advances, the underftanding gains 
ground upon the imagination ; the underftand- 
ing is more exercifed; the imagination, leis. 
Fewer objects occur that are new or furprizing. 
Men apply themfelves to trace the caufes of 
things ; they correct and refine one another ; they 
fubdue or difguife their paffions; they form 
their exterior manners upon one uniform ftand- 
ard of pelitenefs and civility. Human nature is 
pruned according to method and rule. Language 
advances from fterility to copioufnefs, and at the 
fame time, from fervour and enthufiafm, to cor- 
rectnefs and precifion. Style becomes more 
chafte ; but lefs animated. The progrefs of the 
world in this refpect refembles the progrefs of age 
in man. ‘The powers of imagination are moft 
vigorous and predominant in youth; thofe of 
the underftanding ripen more flowly, and often 
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attain not to their maturity, till the imagination 
begin to flag. Hence, poetry, which is the child 
of imagination, is frequently moft glowing and 
animated in the firft ages of fociety. As the ideas 
of our youth are remembered with a peculiar 
pleafure on account of their livelinefs and viva- 
city 5-fo. the moft ancient poems have often prov- 
ed the greateft favourites of nations. 

Poetry has been-faid to be more ancient than 
profe: and .however paradoxical fuch an affertion 
anay feem, yet, in a qualified fenfe, it is true. 
Men certainly never converfed with one another 
Jn regular numbers; but even their ordinary 
language would, in ancient times, for-the reafons 
‘before afligned, approach to a poetical ftyle 5 
and the firft conapofitions tranfmitted to pofterity 
‘beyond doubt, were, ina literal fenfe, poems ; 
that is, compofitions in which imagination had 
the chief hand, formed into fome kind of num- 
bers, and pronounced with a mufical modulation 
er tone. Maufic or feng has been found cceval 
swith fociety among the moft barbarous nations. 
The only fubjects “which could prompt men, in 
their firft rude ftate, to utter their thoughts in 
compofitiens of any length, were fuch as natural- 
ly atlumed the tone of poetry; praifes of their 
gods, or of their anceftors 3 commemorations of 
their own warlike exploits ; or lamentations over 
their misfortunes. And before writing was in- 
vented, no other compofitions, except fongs or 
poems, could take fuch hold of the imagination 
and memory, as to be preferved by oral tradition, 
and handed down from one race to another. 

Hence we may expect to find poems among 
the antiquities of all nations. It is probable too, 
ahat an extenfive fearch would difcover a certain 
alegree of refemblance among all the moft ancient 
poetical productions, from whatever pear 


they 
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they have proceeded. In a fimilar ftate of man=" 
viers, fimilar objects and paflions operating upon 

thé imaginations of men, will ftamp their pro- 

duétions with the fame general character. Some’ 
diverfity will, no doubt, be occafioned by cli- 

mate and genius. But mankind never ‘bear fuch: 
refembling. features, as they do in the begin- 

nings of fociety. Its fr+fequent revolutions give 

rife to the principal diftin¢ctions among nations ; 

and divert, into channels widely feparated, that 

current of human genius and. manners, which 
defcends originally from one fpring. What we 
have been long accuftomed to call the oriental 

vein of poetry,. becaufe fome of the earlieft poc- 

tical productions have come to us from the Eaft, 
is probably no more oriental than occidental ; it 
is charatteriftical of an age rather than a coun- 
try; and belongs, in fome meafure, to all na- 
tions at a certain period. Of this the works of 
Offian feem to furnifh a remarkable proof. 

Our prefent fubject leads us to inveftigate the 
ancient poetical remains, not fo much of the 
eaft, or of the Greeks and Romans, as of the 
northern nations; in order to difcover whether 
the Gothic poetry has any refemblance to the 
Celtic or Galic, which we are about to confider. 
‘Though the Goths, under which name we ufu- 
ally comprehend all the Scandinavian tribes, 
were a people altogether fierce and martial, and 
noted, to a proverb, for their ignorance of the 
liberal arts, yet they too, from the earlieft times, 
had their poets and their fongs. ‘Their poets 
were diftinguifhed by the title of Sca/ders, and 
their fongs were termed Vy/es*. Saxo Gramma- 

3 ticus, 

* Olaus Wormius, in the appendix to his Treatife de Lite- 
fatura Runica, has given a particular account of the Gothic 

poetry, 
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ticus, a Danifh Hiftorian of confiderable note 
who flourifhed in the thirteenth century, in- 
forms 


poetry, commonly called Runic, from Runes, which fignifies 
the Gothic letters. He informs us that there were no fewer 
than 136 different kinds of meafure or verfe ufed in their 
Yyfes ; and though we are accuftomed to call rhyme a Gothic 
mvention, he fays exprefsly, that among all thefe meafures, 
rhyme, or correfpondence of final fyllables, was never em- 
ployed. He analyfes the ftru€ture of one of thefe kinds of 
verfe, that in which the poem of Lodbrog, afterwards quoted, 
is written; which exhibits a very fingular fpecies of harmony, 
af it can be allowed that name, depending neither upon rhyme 
nor upon metrical feet, or quantity of fyllables, but chiefly 
upon the number of the fyllables, and the difpofition of the 
ketters. In every ftanza was an equal number of lines: in 
every line fix fyllables. In each diftich, it was requifite that 
three words fhould begin with the fame letter; two of the 
correfponding words placed in the firft line of the diftich, 
the third, in the fecond line. In each line were alfo required 
two fyliahies, but never the final ones, formed either of the 
fame confonants, or fame vowels, As an example of this 
meafure, Olaus gives us thefe two Latin lines conftrudied 
exactly according to the above rules of Runic verfe ; 


Chriftus caput noftrum 
Coronet te bonis. 


The initial letters of Chriftus, Caput, and Coronet, make the 
three correfponding letters of the diftich. In the firft line, the 
firft fyllables of Chriftus and of noftrum; in the fecond line, 
the oz in coronet and in bonis make the requifite correfpond- 
ence of fyllables. Frequent inverfions and tranfpofitions were 
permitted in this poetry ; which would naturally follow from 
iuch laborious attention to the collocation of words. 

The curious on this fubje&t may confult likewife Dr. 
Hicks’s Thefaurus Linguarum Septentrionalium ; particularly 
the 23d chapter of his Grammatica Anglo-Saxonica & Mzfo- 
Gothica ; where they will find a full account of the ftructure 
- of the Anglo-Saxon verfe, which nearly refembled the Ge- 
thic. They will find alfo fome fpecimens both of Gothic 
and Saxon poetry. An extrac, which Dr. Hicks has given 
from the work of one of the Danifh Scalders, entitled, Hez- 
varer Saga, containing an evocation from the dead, may be 
found in the 6th volume of Mifcellany Poems, publifhed by 
Mr. Dryden. 
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forms us that very many of thefe fongs, contain- 


ing the ancient traditionary ftories of the coun- 


_ try, were found engraven upon rocks in the old 


Runic character; feveral of which he has tran{- 
lated into Latin, and inferted* into” his Hiftory. 


- But his verfions are piainly {o paraphraitical, and 


forced into fuchyan imitation of the ftyle and the 


' meafures of the P-oman poets, that one can form 


no judgment from them of the native {pirit of the 
original. A more curious moment of the 
true Gothic poetry is preferved by Olaus Wor= 
mius in his book de Literatura Runica. It is an 
Epicedium,- or funeral fong, compofed by Reg- 
ner Lodbrog; and tranflated by Olaus, word for 
word from the original. This Lodbrog was a 
king of Denrttark, who lived in the eighth centu- 
ry, famous for hist wit and- victories; and at 
the fame time an eminent Sca/der or poet. It 
was his misfortune to fall at laft into the hands of 
one of his enemies, by whom he was thrown in- 
to prifon, and condemned to be deftroyed by fer- 
pents. In this fituation he folaced himfelf with 
rehearfing all the-exploits of his lite. The poem 
is divided into twenty-nine ftanzas, of ten lines 
each ; and every ftanza begins with thefe words, 
Pugnavimus Eniibus, We have fought with our 
fwords. Olaus’s verfion is in many places fo ob- 
{cure as to be hardly intelligible. I have fub- 
joined the whole below, exactly as he has pub- 
lifhed it ; and fhall tranflate as muchas may give 
the Englifh reader an idea of the {fpirit and 
{train of this kind of poetry *. 

‘ La “We 


* x, Pugavimus Enfibus 
Hiaud poft longum tempus 
Cum in Gotlandia acceilimus 
AG 


224 


DISSERTATION ON 


« We have fought with our fwords. I was 
** young, when, towards the eaft, in the bay of | ; 


3 


4- 


Ad ferpentis immenfi necem 
Tunc impetravimus Thoram 

Ex hoc vocarunt me virum 

Quod ferpentem transfodi 
Hirfutam braccam ob illam cedem 
Cufpide ictum intuli in colubrum 
Ferro lucidorum ftupendiorum, 


Multum juvenis fui quando acquifivimus 
Orientem verfus in Oreonico freto 
Vuinerum amnes avide ferz 

Et flavipedi avi 

Accepimus ibidem fonuerunt 

Ad fublimes galeas 

Dura ferra magnam efcam 

Omnis erat oceanus vulnus 

Vadavit corvus in fanguine Czforum. 


Alte tulimus tunc lanceas 
Quando viginti annos numeravimus 
Et celebrem laudem comparavimus paffim 
Vicimus oéto. barones 
In oriente ante Dimini portum 
Aquilz impetravimus tunc fufficientega 
Hofpitii fumptum in illa ftrage 
Sudor decidit in vulnerum 
Oceano perdidit exercitus xtatem. 


Pugnz facta copia 

Cum Helfingianos poftulavimus 
Ad aulam Odini 

Naves direximus in oftium Viflulz 
Mucro potuit tum mordere 

Omnis erat vulnus unda 

Terra rubefaéta Calido 


Frendebat gladius in loricas 


Gladius findebat Clypeos. 


. Memini neminem tunc fugiffe 


Priufquam in navibus 
Herandus in bello caderet 
Non findit navibus 


‘ Alius baro preftantior 


Mare ad portum 

In navibus longis poft #lum 
Sic attulit princeps paflim 
Alacre in bellum cor. 


“ Oreon, | 


6. Exercitus 


Og, eth 


: 
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Oreon, we made torrents of blood flow, to 
gorge the ravenous beaft of prey, and the 
yellow-focted bird. ‘There refounded the bard 
fteel upon the lofty helmets of men. The 
whole ocezn was one wound. The crow 
waded in the blood of the flain. When we 
had numbered twenty years, we lifted our 

“¢ {pears 


6. Exercitus abjecit clypeos 
Cum hafta volavit 
Ardua ad virorum pectora 
Momordit Scarforum cautes 
Gladius in pugna 
Sanguineus erat Clypeus 
Antequam Rafno rex caderet 
Fluxit ex virorum capitibus 
Calidus in loricas fudor. 

9. Habere potuerunt tum corvi 
Ante Indirorum infulas 
Sufficientem predam dilaniandam. . 
Acquifivimus feris carnivoris 
Plenum prandium unico actu 
Difficile erat unius facere mentionem 
Oriente fole 
Spicula vidi pungere 
Propulerunt arcus ex fe ferra. 

8. Altum mugierunt enfes 
Antequam in Laneo campo 
Fiflinus: rex- cecidit- 

Proceflimus auro- ditati- - 

Ad terranr profraterym dimicandum- 
Gladius fecuit Clypeorum 

Picturas in galearum conventu 
Cervicum mufium ex vulneribus- 
Diitufum per cerebrum fifluns. 

g. Tenuinius Clypeos in fanguine 
Cum haftam unximnus 
Ante Bering holmum 
Telorum nubes difrumpunt clypeum 
Extrait arcus ex fe metallum 
Volnir cecidit in conflifu 
Non erat illo rex-majer 
Cefi difperfi late per littora 
Bere amplectebantur eicam, 


au Ss 
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«© fpears on high, and every where fpread our 
“ renown. Eight barons we overcame in the 
«© eaft, before the port of Diminum ; and plen- 
“ tifully we feafted the eagle in that flaughter. 
« The warm ftream of wounds ran into the 
«© ocean. The army fell before us. When we 
sé fteered our fhips into the mouth of the Viftu- 

 tula, 


to. Pugna manifefte crefcebat 

Antequam Freyr rex caderet 

In Flandrorum terra 

Czpit ceruleus ad incidendum 
Sanguine illitus in auream 

Loricam im pugna 
-Durus armorum mucro olim 

Virgo deploravit matutinam lanienam: 
Multa preda dabatur feris. 


rf. Centies centenos vidi jacere 
In navibus 
Ubi Englanes. vocatur 
Navigavimus ad pugnam 
Per fex dies anteqnam exercitus caderet 
Tranfegimus mucronum miffam 
In exortu folis 
Coactus eft pro noftris gladiis 
Valdiofur in bello occumbere. 


12. Ruit pluvia fanguinis de gladiis 
Preceps in Bardafyrde 
Pallidum corpus pro accipitribus- 
Murmuravit arcus ubi mucro. 
Acriter mordebat Loricas 
In conflictu 
Odini Pileus Galea 
Cucurrit arcus ad vulnus 
Venenate acutus confperfusfudore fanguinee.. 


33. Tenuimug magica fcuta 
Alte in pugne ludo 
Aate Hiadningum finum 
Videre licuit tum viros 
Qui gladiis lacerarunt Clypeos 
In gladiatorio murmure 
Galez attrite virorum 
Erat ficut fplendidam virginem 
In lecto juxta fe collocare. 
14. Dara 
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la, we fent the Helfingians to the Hall of Odin. 


Then did the fword bite. 


The waters were 


« all one wound. The earth was dyed red with 


the warm {ftream. 


The fword rung upon the 


coats of mail, and clove the bucklers in twain. 
None fled on that day, till among his fhips 


Heraudus fell. 


74. 


15. 


16. 


17. 


Dura venit tempeftas Clypeis 
Cadaver cecidit in terram 

In Nortumbria 

Erat circa matutinum tempus 
Hominibus neceffum erat fugere 
Ex prelio ubi acute 

Caffidis campos mordebant gladii 
Erat hoc veluti Juvenem viduany 
In primaria fede ofculari. 


Herthiofe evafit fortunatus 

In Auftralibus Orcadibus ipfe 
Victoriz in noftris hominibus 
Cogebatur in armorum nimbo 
Rogvaldus occumbere 

{fte venit fummus fuper accipitres 
Ludtus in gladiorum ludo 
Strenue jactabat concuffor 

Galezx fanguinis teli. 


Quilibet jacebat tranfverfim fupra alium 
Guadebat pugna letus 

Accipiter ob gladiorum ludum 

Non fecit aquilam aut aprum 

Qui Irlandiam gubernavit 

Conventus fiebat ferri & Clypei 
Marftanus rex jejunis 

Fiebat in vedre finu 

Prada data corvis. 


Bellatorem multum vidi cadere 
Mante ante macheram 

Virum in mucronum diffidio 

Filio meo incidit mature 

Gladius juxta.cor 

Egillus fecit Agnerum fpoliatum 
Impertertitum virum vita 

Sonuit lancea prope Hamdi 
Grifeam loricam fplendebant vexilla, 


18, 


Than him no braver baron 


‘¢ cleaves 


Verborum 
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“* cleaves the fea with fhips ; a cheerful heart 
“¢ did he ever bring to the combat. ‘Then the 
“© hoft threw away their fhields, when the up- 
“¢ lifted {pear flew at the breafts of heroes. The 
«* fword bit the Scarfian rocks; bloody was the 
“ fhield in battle, until Rafno the king was 
« flain. From the heads of warriors the warm 

“© fweat 


18. Verborum tenaces vidi diffecare 
Haut minutim pro. lupis 
Endili maris enfibus 
Erat per Hebdomadz fpacium 
Quafi mulieres vinum apportarent 
Rubefactz erant naves 
Valde in ftrepitu armorum 
Sciifa erat lorica 
in Scioldungorum przlio. 


rg. Pulchricomum vidi crepufculafcere 
Virginis amatorem circa matutinum 
Et confabulationis amicum viduarum 
Frat ficut calidum baineum 
Vinei vafis nympha portaret 
Nosin Iz freto 
Antiquam Orn rex caderet 
Senguineum Clypeum vidi ruptum 
Hoe invertit virorum vitam. 
20. Egimus gladicrum ad cadem 
Ludum in Lindis infula 
Cum regibus tribus 
Pauci potuerunt inde letari 
Cecidit multus in rium ferarum 
Accipiter dilaniavit carnem cum lupo 
Uc fatur inde difcederet 
Hybernorum fanguis in eceanum 
Copioie decidit per maclationis tempus. 
21. Alte gladius mordesat Clypeos 
Tunc cum aurei coloris 
Tlafta fricabat lericas 
Videre licuit in Onlugs infula 
Per fecula multum poft 
Thi fixit ad gladiorum ludos 
-Reges proceflerunt 
Rubicundum erat circa infulam 
Ar volans Draco vulnerum. 


22. Quid 


Y 


ony fh te eee he, 
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fweat ftreamed down their armour. The 
crows around the Indirian iflands had an am- 


ple prey. 


It were difficult to fingle out one 


among fo many deaths. At the rifing of the 
fun I beheld the fpears piercing the bodies of 
foes, and the bows throwing forth their fteel- 
pointed arrows. Loud roared the {words in 


6é the 


22. Quid eft viro forti morte certius 
Etfi ipfe in armorum nimbo 
Adverfius collocatus fit 
Szpe deplorat ztatem 
Qui nunquam premitur 
Malum ferunt timidum incitare 
Aquilam ad gladiorum ludum 
Meticulofus venit nufpiam 
Ccrdi fuo ufui. 


23 


Hoc numero xquum ut procedat 


In contacétu gladiorum 

Juvenis unus contra alterum 

Non retrocedat vir a viro. 

Hoc fuit viri fortis nobilitas diu 
Semper debet amoris amicus virginum 
Audax effe in fremitu armorum. 


24. Hoc videtur mihi re vera 
Quod fata fequimur 
Rarus tranfgreditur fata Parcarum 
Non deftinavi Eliz 
De vitz exitu mex 
Cum ego fanguinem femimortuus tegerem 
Et naves in aquas protrufi 
Paffim impetravimus tum feris 
Efcam in Scotiz finubus. 


#5. Hoc ridere me facit fe mper 
Quod Balderi patris fcamna 
Parata fcio in aula 
Bibemus cerevifiam brevi 
Ex concavis crateribus craniorum 
Non gemit vir fortis contra mortem 
Magnifici in Odini domibus 
Non venio defperabundis 


WVerbis ad Odiniaulam. 


Hie 


» 
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« the plains of Lano.—The virgin long bewailed 
“ the flaughter of that morning.”—In this ftrain 
the poet continues to defcribe feveral other mili- 
tary exploits. The images are not much varied : 
the noife of arms, the itreaming of blood, and 
the feafting the birds of prey, often recurring. 
He mentions the death of two of his fons in battle ; 
and the lamentation he defcribes as made for one 


26. 


28. 


29. 
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Hic vellent nunc smnes- 
Filii Aflauge gladiis 
Amarum bellum excitare- 
Si exacte {cirent 
Calamitates noftras 
Quem non pauci angues 
Venenati me difcerpunt 
Matrem accepi meis 
Filiis ita ut corda valeant. 


Valde inclinatur ad hzreditatem 
Crudele {tat nocumentum a vipera 
Anguis inhabitat aulam cordis 
Speramus alterius ad Othini 
Virgam in Elle faaguine 

Filiis meis livefcet 

Sua ira rubefcet 

Non acres juvenes 

Seffionem tranquillam facient. 
Habeo quinquagies 

Prelia fub fignis facta 

Ex belli invitatione & femel 
Minime putavi hominum 

Quod me futurus effet 

Juvenis didici mucronem rubefacere 
Alius rex przftantior 

Nos Af invitabunt 

Non eft lugenda mors. * 


Fert animus finire 

Invitant me Dyfe : 
Quas ex Othini aula. 

Othinus mihi.mifit 

Letus cerevifiam cum Afis ? es 
In fumma fede bibam 

Vite elapfe funt hore ni 
Ridens moriar. 
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of them is very fingular. A Grecian or Roman 
poet would have introduced the virgins or nymphs 
of the wood, bewailing the untimely fall of a 
young hero. But, fays our Gothic poet, “ When 
«¢ Rogvaldus was lain, for him mourned all the 
«¢ hawks of heaven,” as lamenting a benefactor 
who had fo liberally fupplied them with prey ; 
“¢ for boldly,” as he adds, “in the ftrife of 
«: fwords, did the breaker of helmets throw the 
«¢ {pear of blood.” 

‘The poem concludes with fentiments of the 
Bebst bravery and contempt of death. “ What 

is more certain to the brave man than death, 
* though amidft the ftorm of fwords, he fade 
“ always ready to oppofe it? He only regrets 
« this life who hath never known diftrefs. The 
‘¢ timorous man allures the devouring eagle to 
«© the field of battle. "The coward, wherever he 
“° comes, is ufelefs to himfelf. This I efteem 
«‘ honourable, that the youth fhould advance to 
“‘ the combat fairly matched one againft ano- 
*‘ ther; nor man retreat from man. Long was 
« this the warrior’s higheft glory. He who af- 
‘¢ pires to the love of virgins, ought always to be 
“ foremoft in the roar of arms. It appears to 
«* me of truth, that we are led by the Fates. Sel- 
“ dom can any overcome the appointment of 
“ deftiny. Little did I forefee that Ella * 
*¢ to have my life in his hands, in that day when 
‘¢ fainting I concealed my blood, and pufhed 
« forth my fhips into the waves; after we had 
¢ f{pread a repaft for the beaits of prey through- 
“ out the Scottifh bays. But this makes me “al- 
‘¢ ways rejoice that in the halls of our father 
«© Balder [or Odin] I know there are feats pre- 

“¢ pared, 


* This was the name of his enemy who had condemned 
him to death. 
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“¢ pared, where, in a fhort time, we fhall be 


«¢ drinking ale out of the hollow {kulls of our — 


«* enemies. In the houfe of the mighty Odin, 
«no brave man laments death. I come not 
«© with the voice of defpair to Qdin’s hall. How 
«¢ eagerly would ail the fons of Ailauga now rufh 
«* to war, did they know the diftrefs of their 
6¢ father, whom a multitude of venomous fer- 
«© pents tear! I have given to my children a mo- 
6¢ ther who hath filled their hearts with valour. 
‘© Tam faft approaching to my end. A cruel 
s‘ death awaits me from the viper’s bite. A 
s¢ {fnake dwells in the midft of my heart. I hope 
s that the fword of fome of my fons fhall yet be 
s¢ {tained with the blood of Eila. ‘Vhe valiant 
«© youths will wax red with anger, and will not 
“ fit inpeace. Fifty and one times have I rear- 
«© ed the ftandard in battle. In my youth I 
ss learned to dye the fword in blood: my hope 
« was then, that no king among men would be 
«* more renowned than me. ‘lhe goddefies of 
“ death wiil now {con call me; I muft not mourr 
“© my death. Now I end my fong. The god- 
ss defles invite me away; they whom Odin Ins. 
«© fent tome from his hail. I will fit upon a lof- 
“ ty feat, and drink ale joyfully with the god- 
«© defles of death. ‘The hours of my life are run. 
s¢ out. - I will fmile when I die.” 

‘This is fuch poetry as we might expet from 
a barbarous nation. It breathes a moft ferocious 
fpirit. It is wild, harfh, and irregular ; but at. 
the fame time animated and ftrong ; the ftyle, 
in the original, fuil of inverfions, and, as we 
learn from iome of Olaus’s notes, highly meta- 
phorical and figured. 


But when we open the works of Offian, a ve= — 


ry different fcene prefents iticli, ‘There we find 
the 
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the fire and the enthufiafm of the moft early 
times, combined with an amazing degree of re- 
* gularity and art. We find tendernefs, and even 
delicacy of fentiment, greatly predominant over 
fiercenefs and barbarity. Our hearts are melted 
with the fofteft feelings, and at the fame time 
elevated with the higheft ideas of magnanimity, 
generofity, and true heroiim. When we turn 
from the poetry of Lodbrog to that of Offian, it 
is like paffing from a favage defart, into a fertile 
and cultivated country. How is this to be ac- 
counted for ? Or by what means to be reconciled 
with the remote antiquity attributed to thefe 
poems? This is acurious point; and requires 
to be illuftrated. 

That the ancient Scots were of Celtic origi- 
nal, is paft all doubt. ‘Their conformity with 
the Celtic nations in language, manners, and re- 
ligion, proves it to a full demonftration. The 
Celtz, a great and mighty people, altogether 
diftinct from the Goths and T'eutones, once ex- 
tended their dominion over all the weft of Eu- 
rope but feem to have had their moft full and 
complete eftablifhment of Gaul. Wherever the 
Celtze or Gauls are mentioned by ancient writers, 
we feldom fail to hear of their Druids and their 
Bards ; the inftitution of which two orders, was 
the capital diftinction of their manners and 
policy. The Druids were their philofophers 
and priefts ; the Bards, their poets and recorders 
of heroic a¢tions : And both thefe orders of men 
feem to have fubfifted among them, as chief 
members of the ftate, from time immemorial *. 


We 


~ ~ / 
* Tele QvAw roy tipspsvav SiaOcesveas ict. Baedu re 
a \ he = 5 
ot Sores, x Agvidas. Baedu par dpyntat x, monroe 
Strabo. lib. iv. 
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We muft not therefore imagine the Celts 
to have been altogether a grofs and rude na- 
tion. ‘They poflefled from very remote ages: 
a formed fyiftem of difcipline and manners, 
which appears to have had a deep and lafting in- 
fluence. -Ammianus Marcellinus gives them 
this exprefs teftimony, that there flourifhed 
among them the ftudy of the moft laudable arts 5 
mtroduced by the bards, whofe office it was to” 
fing in heroic verfe, the gallant aétions of illuf- 
trious men; and by the Druids, who lived 
together in colleges or focieties, after the Pytha- 
gorean manner, and philofophizing upon the” 
higheft fubjects, afferted the immortality of the 
human foul*. Though Julius Czefar, in his ac= 
count of Gaul, does not exprefsly mention the 
Bards, yet it is plain that under the title of 
Druids, he comprehends that whole college or” 
order; of which the bards; who, it is probable 
rere the difciples of the Druids, undoubtedly 

made apart. It deferves remark, that, accord- 
ing to his account, the Druidical inftitution firft 
took rife in Britain, and paffed from thence into 
Gaul; fothat they who: afpired. to -be thorough 
matters 


"Exot ro wvris x2) Wovntat pha, 25 Ba edss OvopLoe= 
Cxow. gr Ye pse Ceyava, Tals Aveus bpctav, 85 jee 
BuvSot, 85 de BAxcOnasor. Diodor. Sicul. 1. *5.- 

Ta de duscpurx cucay cow bb xarsevor Pxedas- rome 
wo Y Sra eof yavect per ang srouvss Asyorrss. Pofides 
nius ap. Atheneum, |. 6. 


* Per hxc loca (fpeaking of Gaul) hominibus paulatim ex- 
cultis viguere fludia laudabilium doétrinarum ; inchoata per Bare 
dos & Euhages & Druidas. Et Bardi quidem fortia virorum 
illuftrium facta heroicis compofita verfibus cum dulcibus tyrz 
moduiis cantitarunt. Euhages vero {crutantes ferium & fub- 
limia nature pandere conabantur. Inter hos, Druide ingenus _ 
celfiores, ut auctoritas Pythagore decrevit, fodalitiis adftrict 

conforttis, 
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mafters of that learning were wont to refort to 
Britain. He adds too, that fuch as were to be 
initiated among the Druids, were obliged to 
commit to their memory a great number of 
verfes, infomuch that fome employed twenty 
years in this courfe of education ; and that they 
did not think it lawful to record thefe poems in 
Writing, but facredly handed them down by tra- 
dition from race to race *. 
| So ftrong was the attachment of the Celtic 
Nations to their poetry and their bards, that 
amidft all the changes of their government and 
manners, even long after the order of the Druids 
was extinct, and the national religion altered, 
the bards continued to flourifh/ not asa fet of 
Rtrolling fongfters, like the Gretk ‘Auda or Rhap- 
fodifts, in Homer’s time, but ‘as an order of 
men highly refpected in the ftate, and fupported 
by a public eftablifhment. We find them, ac- 
cording to the teftimonies of Strabo and Diodo- 
tus, before the age of Auguftus Czfar; and we 
find them remaining under the fame name, and 
exercifing the fame functions as of old, in Ire- 
Tand, and in the north of Scotland, almoft down 
to our own times. It is well known that in both 
thefe countries, every Regulus or chief had his 
own bard, who was confidered as an officer of 
rank in his court; and had lands affigned him, 
Which defcended to his family. Of the honour 
m which the bards were held, many inftances 
Occur in Offian’s poems. On all important oc- 
cafions, they were the ambaffadors between con- 
tending chiefs ; and their perfons were held fa- 
ered. 


confortiis, queftionibnus altarum occultarumque rerum erect 
funt; & defpectantes humana pronuntidrunt animas immor- 
tales. Amm. Marcellinus, 1. 15. cap. 9. 

# Vid. Czfar de bello Gall. lib. 6. 
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cred.  Cairbar feared to ftretch his fwore 
*< to the bards, though his foul was dark. Loof€ 
« the bards, faid his brother ‘Cathmor, they are 
“the fons of other times. Their voice fhallh be 
“heard in other ages, when the kings of Tex 
«© mora have failed.” { 
From all this, the Celtic tribes clearly appeay 
to have been addicted in fo high a degree te 
poetry, and to have made it fo much their ftudy 
from the earlieft times, as may remove our won 
der at meeting with a vein of higher poetical re 
finement among them, than was at firft fight te 
have been expected among nations, whom we 
are accuftomed to cali barbarous. Barbarity, ]] 
muit obferve, is a very equivocal term; it ad 
mits of many different forms and degrees; and 
though, in all of them, it excludes polifhed man-| 
ners, it is, however, not inconfiftent with gene- 
rous fentiments and tender affections *. Wha 
degrees 


% Surely among the wild Laplanders, if any where, be 
barity isin its moft perfec flate. Yet their love fongs, which 
Scheffer has given us in his Lapponia, are a proof that natural 
tendernefs of fentiment may be found in a country, into which} 
the leaft glimmering of {cience has never penetrated. To moff 
Englifh readers thefe fongs are well known by the elegant 
tranflations of them in the Spectator, No. 366 and 400. 
fhall fubjoin Scheffer’s Latin verfion of one of them, which ha 
the appearance of being ftrictly literal. 
- Sol, clariflimum emitte lumen in paludem’ Orra, Si enifus 
in fumma picearum cacumina fcirem me vifurum Orra palue 
dem, in ea eniterer, ut viderem inter quos amica, mea effet 
flores; omnes fafcinderem frutices ibi enatos, omnes ram®@ 
prefecarem, hos virentes ramos. Curfum nubium effem f 
cutus, que iter fuum inftituunt verfus paludem Orra, fi al te} 
volare poffem alis, cornicum alis. Sed mihi defunt aiz,.a 2 
querquedulz, pedefque, anferum pedes plantezve bonz, quz 
deferre me valeant ad te. Satis expetafti diu; per tot dies, 
tot dies tuos optimos, oculis tuis jucundiflimis, corde tuo amix 
cifimo. Quod fi longiflimé velles effugere, cito tamen t 
confequerer, Quid firmius validiufve effe poteft quam Pe 

tor 


- 


al 
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Megrees of friendfhip, love, and heroifm, may 
poltibly be found to prevail ima rude ftate of 
fociety, no one can fay. Aftonifhing inftances 
‘of them we know, from hiftory, have fometimes 
lappeared:: and a few characters diftinguifhed by 
tho’e high qualities, might lay a foundation for a 
fet of manners being introduced into the fongs of 
the bards, more refined, it is probable, and ex- 
alted, according to the ufual poetical licence, 
than the real manners of the country. In par- 
ticular, with refpect to heroifm; the great em- 
ployment of the Celtic bards, was to delineate 
the characters, and fing the praifes of heroes. 
So Lucan 3 

| Vos quoque qui fortes animos, belloque peremptos, 


‘Laudibus in longum vates diffunditis evum 
_Plurima fecuri fudiftis carmina bardi. 


Pharf.l. t. | 

Now when we confider a college or order of 
en, who cultivating poetry throughout a long 
eries of ages, had their imaginations continu- 
ally employed on the ideas of heroifm ; who had 
all the poems and panegyrics which were com- 
pofed by their predeceffors, handed down to 
them with care ; who rivalled and endeavoured 
to out{trip thofe who had gone before them, each 
in the celebration of his particular hero; is it 
ot natural to think, that at length the character 
of a hero would appear in their fongs with the 
higheft luftre, and be adorned with qualities tru- 
ly noble ? Some of the qualities indeed which 
lifiinguifh a Fingal, moderation, humanity, and 
f clemency, 
: orti nervi, cateneve ferrez, que duriffimé ligant? Sic amor 
Fontorquet caput noftrum, mutat cogitationes & fententias. 
Puerorum voluntas, voluntas venti; juvenum cogitationes, 
onge cogitationes. Quos fi audirem omnes, a via, a via juita 
leclinarem. Unum eft confilium quod capiam ; ita {cio viam 
ccm me reperturum, Schefferi Lapponia, cap. 25. 


j 
} 
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clemency, would not probably be the firft ide 
of heroifm occurring to a barbarous people 
But no fooner had fuch ideas begun to dawn oj 
the minds of poets, than, as the human mint 
eafily opens to the native reprefentations of hu 
man perfection, they would be feized and em 
braced ; they would enter into their panegyrics 
they would afford materials for fucceeding bard 
to work upon, and improve; they would con 
tribute not a little to exalt the public manne 
For fuch fongs as thefe, familiar to the Cel 
warriors from their childhood, and throughoy 
their whole life, both in war and in peace, the} 
principal entertainment, muft have had a ver 
confiderable influence in propagating amon} 
them real manners nearly approaching to the por 
tical ; and in forming even fuch a hero as Finga! 
Efpecially when we confider that among their I 
mited objects of ambition, among the few advary 
tages which in a favage ftate, man could obtai; 
over man, the chief was Fame, and that immoy 
tality which they expected to receive from the} 
virtues and exploits, in the fongs of bards *. 

Having made thefe remarks on the Celt 
poetry and bards in general, I fhall next confidé 
the particular advantages which Offian pofleffed 
He appears clearly to have lived in a peri¢ 
which enjoyed all the benefit I juft now mej) 
tioned of traditionary poetry. The exploits / 
‘Trathal, Trenmor, and the other anceftors 4) 
Fingal, are fpoken of as familiarly known. Al) 


* When Edward I. conquered Wales, he put to death } 
the Welch bards. This cruel policy plainly fhews, how gré 
an influence he imagined the fongs of thefe bards to have 
the minds of the people; and of what nature he judged t 
influence to be. The Welch bards were of the fame Cell 
race with the Scottifh and Lith. . 
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cient bards are frequently alluded to. In one 
remarkable paffage, Offian defcribes himfelf as 
living in a fort of claffical age, enlightened by the 
ynemorials of former times, which were conveyed 
in the fongs of bards ; and points at a period of 
darknefs and ignorance which lay beyond the 
reach of tradition. ‘ His words,” fays he, 
“¢ came only by halves to our ears; they were 
sé dark as the tales of other times, before the 
«6 light of the fong arofe.” Offian, himfelf, ap- 
pears to have been endowed by nature with an 
exquifite fenfibility of heart ; prone to that ten- 
der melancholy which is fo often an attendant on 
great genius; and fufceptible equally of ftrong 
‘and of foft emotions. He was not only a profefi- 
ed bard, educated with care, as we may eafily be- 
lieve, to all the poetical art then known, and con- 
netted, as he fhews us himfelf, in intimate friend- 
Ship with the other contemporary bards, but a 
warrior alfo; and the fon of the moft renowned 
hero and prince of his age. ‘This formed a con- 
junction of circumftances, uncommonly favour- 
able towards exalting the imagination of a poet. 
‘He relates expeditions in which he had been en- 
gaged ; he fings of battles in which he had fought 
and overcome; he had beheld the moft illuftri- 
_ous {cenes which that age could exhibit, both of 
heroifm in war, and magnificence in peace. For 
however rude the magnificence of thofe times 
may feem to us, we muft remember that all ideas 
of magnificence are comparative ; and that the 
age of Fingal was an era of diftinguifbed fplen- 
dor in that part of the world. Fingal reigned 
over a confiderable territory ; he was enriched 
with the fpoils of the Roman province; he was 
ennobled by his victorjes and great actions ; and 
avas in all refpects a perfonage of much higher 


dignity 
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dignity than any of the chieftains, or heads of 
Clans, who lived in the fame country, after a 
more extenfive monarchy was eftablifhed. 

The manners of Offian’s age, fo far as we can 
gather them from his writings, were abundantly 
favourable to a poetical genius. ‘The two difpirit- 
ing vices, to which Longinus imputes the decline 
of poetry, covetoufnefs and effeminacy, were as 
yet unknown. ‘The cares of men were few. 
‘They lived a roving indolent life; hunting and 
war their principal employments ; and their chief 
amufements, the mufic of bards and * the feaft 
s¢ of fhells.” The great object purfued by heroic ~ 
{pirits, was ‘ to receive their fame,” that is, 
to become worthy of beingcelebrated in the fongs 
of bards ; and ** to have their name on the four 
« orey ftones.” ‘To die, unlamented by a bard, 
was deemed fo great a misfortune, as even to 
difturb their ghofts in another ftate. ‘ They 
‘* wander in thick mifts befide the reedy lake ; 
«¢ but never fhall they rife, without the fong, to 
«¢ the dwelling of winds.” After death, they ex- 
pected to follow employments of the fame nature 
with thofe which had amufed them on earth ; to 
fly with their friends on clouds, to purfue airy 
deer, and to liften to their praife in the mouths 
of bards. In fuch times as thefe, in a country 
where poetry had been fo long cultivated, and fo 
highly honoured, is it any wonder that among 
the race and fucceflion of bards, one Homer | 
fhould arife ; a man who, endowed with a natu-— 
ral happy genius, favoured by peculiar advanta- — 
ges of birth and condition, and meeting, in the © 
courfe of his life, with a variety of incidents pro-— 
per to fire his imagination, and to touch his heart” 


fhould attain a degree of eminence in poetry wor- — 
thy 


: 
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thy to draw the admiration of more refined 
ages ? 

The compofitions of Offian are fo ftrongly 
marked with characters of antiquity, that al- 
though there were no external proof to fupport 
that antiquity, hardly any reader of judgment 
and tafte, could hefitate in referring them to a 
very remote era. ‘There are four great ftages 
through which men fucceflively pafs in the pro- 
erefs of fociety. ‘Lhe firft and earlieft is the life 
of hunters ; pafturage fucceeds to this, as the 
ideas of property begin to take root ; next agri- 
culture; and laftly, commerce. ‘Throughout 
Offian’s poems, we plainly find ourfelves in the 
firft of thefe periods of fociety ; during which, 
hunting was the chief employment of men, and 
the principal method of their procuring fubfifi- 
ence. Paiturage was not indeed whollyunknown; 
for we hear of dividing the herd in the cafe of a 
divorce; but the allufions to herds and to cattle 
are not many; and of agriculture, we find no 
traces. No cities appear to have been built in the 
territories of Fingal. No arts are mentioned ex~ 
cept that of navigation and of working in iron *. 


Vou. Il, M Every 


* Their kill in navigation need not at all furprize us. 
_ Living in the weftern iflands, along the coaft, or in a country 
which is every where interfeéted with arms of the fea, one of 
_ the firft objects of their attention, from the earlieft time, muit 
have been how to traverfe the waters. Hence that knowledge 
of the ftars, fo neceflary for guiding them by night, of which 
we find feveral traces in Offian’s works; particularly in the 
_ beautiful defcription of Cathmor’s fhield, in the 7th book of 
_ Temora. Among all the northern maritime nations, naviga-_ 
tion was very early fludied. Piratical incurfions were the 
‘chief means they employed for acquiring booty ; and .were 
among the firft exploits which diftinguifhed them in the world. 
Even thefavage Americans were, at their firft difcovery, found 
_ ‘to poffefs the moft furprizing fkill and dexterity in navigating 
their immenfe lakes and rivers, 1 
; eas) 
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Every thing prefents to us the moft fimple and 
unimproved manners. At their feafts, the he- 
roes prepared their own repaft; they fat round 
the light of the burning oak ; the wind lifted their 
locks, and whiftled through their open halls. 
Whatever was beyond the neceflaries of life was 
known to them only as the fpoil of the Roman 
province; £¢ the gold of the ftranger; the lights 
‘© of the ftranger ; the fteeds of che ftranger, the 
«¢ children of the rein.” 

This reprefentation of Offian’s times, muft 
ftrike us the more, as genuine and authentic, 
when it is compared with a poem of later date, 
which Mr. Macpherfon has preferved in one of 
his notes It is that wherein five bards are repre- 
fented as pafling the evening in the houfe of a 
‘chief, and each of them feparately giving his 
defcription of the night. The night {cenery is 
beautiful ; and the author has plainly imitated 
the ftyle and manner of Offian : But he has al-— 
lowed fome images to appear which betray a later © 
period of fociety. For we meet with windows 
clapping, the herds of goats and cows feeking 
fhelter, the fhepherd wandering, corn on the 
plain, and the wakeful hind rebuilding the fhocks 
of corn which had been overturned by the tem- 
peft. Whereas in Offian’s works, from begin- 
ning to end, all is confiftent ; no modern allufion 
drops from him; but every where, the fame face 
of rude nature appears; a country wholly un-_ 

cultivated, © 


The defcription of Cuthullin’s chariot, in the rft book of 
Fingal, has been objected to by fome, as reprefenting greater 
magnificence than is confiftent with the fuppofed poverty 
that age. But this chariot is plainly only a horfe-litter ; and 
the gems mentioned in the defcription, are no other than t 
fhining flones or pebbles, known to be frequently found along 
the weflern coaft of Scotland. 
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cultivated, thinly unhabited, and recently peo- 
pled. The grafs of the rock, the flower of the 
heath, the thiftle with its beard, are the chief or- 
naments of his landfcapes. ‘ mhe defart,” fays 
Fingal, “* is enough for me, with all its woods 
s¢ and deer.” 

The circle of ideas and tranfactions, is no wid- 
er than fuits fuch an age : Nor any greater diver- 
fity introduced into characters, than the events of 
that period would naturally difplay. Valour and 
bodily ftrength are the admired qualities. Con- 
tentions arife, as is ufual among favage nations, 
from the flighteft caufes. ‘To be affronted ata 
tournament, or to be omitted in the invitation to 
a feaft, kindles a war. Women are often car- 
ried away by force; and the whole tribe, as in 
the Homeric times, rife to avenge the wrong. 
The heroes fhew refinement of fentiment indeed 
on feveral occafions, but none of manners. They 
fpeak of their paft actions with freedom, boaft of 
their exploits, and fing their own praife. In their 
battles, it is evident that drums, trumpets, or 
bagpipes, were not known or ufed. They had 
no expedient for giving the military alarms but 
ftriking a fhield, or raiding a loud cry : And hence 
the loud and terrible voice of Fingal is often men- 
tioned, as a neceflary qualification of a great ge- 
neral 3 like the Bony ayatog Meveraxog of Homer. OF 
military difcipline or {kill, they appear to have 
been entirely deftitute. ‘Their armies feem not 
to have been numerous ; their battles were dif- 
orderly ; and terminated, for the moft part, by a 
perfonal combat, or wreftling of the two chiefs ; 
_ after which, “ the bard fung the fong of peace, 
_ 6 and the battle ceafed along the field.” 

‘The manner of compofition bears all the marks 
of the greateft a No artful tranfitions ; 
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nor full and extended connection of parts; fuch 
as we find among the poets of later times, when 
order and regularity of compofition were more 
ftudied and known ; but a ftyle always rapid ard 
vehement ; in narration concife even to abrupt- 
nefs, and leaving feveral circumftances to be fup- 
plied by the reader’s imagination. The language 
has all that figurative caft, which, as I before 
fhewed, partly a giowing and undifciplined ima- 
gination, partly the fterility of language and the 
want of proper terms, have always introduced in- 
to the early {peech of nations ; and in feveral re- 
fpects, it carries a remarkable refemblance to 
the ftyle of the Old Teftament. It deferves par- 
sicular notice, as one of the moft genuine and de- 
cilive characters of antiquity, that very few ge- 
neral terms or abftra¢ct ideas, are to be met with 
in the whole collection of Offian’s works. The 
ideas of men, at firft, were all particular. They 
hhad not words to exprefs general conceptions. 
‘Thefe were the confequence of more profound 
reflection, and longer acquaintance with the arts 
of thought and of fpeech. Offian, accordingly, 
almoft never exprefies himfelf in the abftract. 
His ideas extended little farther than to the ob- 
_jects he faw around him. A public, a commu- 
nity, the univerfe, were conceptions beyond his 
fphere. Even a mountain, a fea, or alake, which 
he has occafion to mention, though only in a 

fimile, are for the moft part particularized ; it is 
the hill of Cromla, the ftorm of the fea of Mal-_ 
mor, or the reeds of the lake of Lego. A mode - 
of expreflion, which whilit it is charaéteriftical of - 
ancient ages, is at the fame time highly favourable » 
to defcriptive poetry. For the fame reafons, per 
fonification is a poetical figure not very common | 
with Offian. Inanimate objects, fuch as winds 
tr COSy 
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trees, flowers, he fometimes perfonifies with great: 
beauty. But the perfonifications which are fo 
familiar to later poets of Fame, Time, ‘Terror, 
Virtue, andthe reft of that clafs, were unknown 
to our Celtic bard.- Fhefe were modes of con- 
ception too abfiract for his age. 

Allthefe’ are marks fo undoubted, and tfome of 
them too fo nice and delicate, of the moft early 
times, as put the high antiquity of thefe poems 
out of queftion.. Efpecially when we confider, 
that if there had’ been any. impofture in this cafe, 
it muft have been contrived and executed in the 
Highlands of Scotland, two or three centuries 
ago 3 as up‘to this period, both by manufcripts, 
and by the teftimony of a multitude of living wit- 
nefles, concerning the uncontrovertible traditioiw 
of thefe poems, they can clearly be traced: Now 
this is a period when that country enjoyed no ad= 
vantages for a compofition of this kind, which it 
may not be fuppofed. to have enjoyed in as great, 
if not in agreater degree, a thoufand years before. 
To fuppofe that two or three hundred years ago, 
when we. well know the Highlands to have been 
in a ftate of grofs ignorance and barbarity, there 
fhould have arifen in that country a poet, of fuch 
exquifite genius, and of fuch deep knowledge of 
mankind, and of hiftery, as to..diveft- himfelf of 
the pie and manners of his own age, and to give 
us a juit and natural picture of a ftate of fociety 

cienter by a thoufand years ; one who could 
aioe this counterfeited antiquity through fuch 
a large collection of poems, without the leaft in= 
confiftency ; and who, potletied of allthis genius 
and art, had at the fame time the felf-denial of 
concealing himfelf, and of afcribing his own 
works to an antiquated bard, without the im- 
M'3 pofture 
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pofture being detected ; is a fuppofition that 
tranfcends all bounds of credibility. 

‘There are, befides, two other circumftances to 
be attended to, {till of greater weight, if poffible, . 
againft this hypothefis. One is, the total abfence 
of religious ideas from this work; for which the 
tranflator has, inhis preface, given a very proba- 
ble account, on the footing of its being the work 
of Offian. ‘The druidical fuperftition was, in the 
days of Offian, on the point of its final extin¢tion, 
and for particular reafons, odious to the family 
of Fingal; whilft the Chriftian faith was not yet 
eftablifhed. But had it been the work of one, to 
whom the ideas of Chriftianity were familiar 
from his infancy; and who had fuperadded to 
them alfo the bigoted fuperftition of a dark 
age and country ; it is impoflible but in fome 
paflage or other, the traces of them would have 
appeared. ‘The other circumftance is, the en- 
tire filence which reigns with refpect to all the 
great clans or families, which are now eftablifhed 
in the Highlands. ‘The origin of thefe feveral 
clans is known to be very ancient: And itis as 
well known, that there is no paffion by which 
a native Highlander is more diftinguifhed, than 
by attachment to his clan, and jealoufy for its ho- 
nour. That a Highland bard in forging a work 
relating to the antiquities of his country, fhould 
have inferted no circumitance which pointed out 
the rife of his own clan, which afcertained its an- _ 
tiquity, or increafed its glory, is, of all fuppofi- — 
tions that can be formed, the moft improbable 5 
and the filence on this head, amounts to a de- 
monftration that the author lived before any of 
the prefent great clans were formed or known. 

Affuming is then, as we well may, for certain, — 
that the poems now under confideration, are ge= — 

nue 
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ruine vénerable monuments of very remote anti- 
quity; I proceed to make fome remarks upon 
their general fpirit and ftrain. ‘The two great 
characteriftics of Offian’s poetry are, tendernels 
and fublimity. It breathes nothing of thie gay and 
cheerful kind ; an air of folemnity and {feriouf- 
nefs is diffufed over the wholes Offian is per- 
haps the only poet who never relaxes, or lets 
himfelf down into the light and amufing ftrain 5 
which [readily admit to be no fmall difadvantage 
fo him, with the bulk of readers.- He moves 
perpetually in the high region of the grand and 
the pathetic. One key note is ftruck at the be~ 
ginning, and fupported to: the end; nor is any 
ornament introduced, but what is perfectly con~ 
cordant with the general tone or melody. ‘The 
events recorded, are all ferious and grave; the 
{cenery throughout, wild and romantic. The 
extended heath by the fea-fhore; the mountain 
fhaded with mift; the torrent rufhing through’ 
a folitary valley; the fcattered oaks, and the 
tombs of warriors overgrown with mofs; all pro- 
duce a folemn attention in the mind, and prepare 
it for great and extraordinary events. We find 
not in Oilian, an imagination that {ports itfelf, 
and drefies out gay trifles to pleafe the fancy. 
His poetry, more perhaps than that of any other 
writer, deferves to be ttyled, The Poetry of the 
Heart. It is a heart penetrated with noble fen- 
timents, and with fublime and tender paffions ; 
a heart that glows, and kindles the fancy ;.a heart 
that is full, and pours itfelf forth. Offian did 
not write, like modern poets, to pleafe readers 
and critics. He fung from the love of poetry and 
fong. His delight was to think of the heroes 
among whom he had flourifhed ; to recall the af- 
fecting incidents of his lifes‘to dwell upon his 
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paft wars and loves and friendfhips; till, as he 
expreffes it himfelf, “there comes a voice to 
«¢ Offian and awakes his foul. It is the voice of 
*¢ years that are gone; they roll before me with 
<¢ all their deeds 3” and under this true poetic 
infpiration, giving vent to his genius, no wonder 
we fhould fo often hear, and acknowledge in his 
ftrains, the powerful and over-pleafing voice of 
nature. 

——Arte, natura potentior omni.— 

Eft Deus in nobis, agitante calefcimus illo. 

t is neceflary here to obferve, that the beauties 
of Offian’s writings cannot be felt by thofe who 
have given them only a fingle or a hafty perufal. 
His manner is fo different from that of the poets, 
to whom we are moft accuftomed ; his ftyle is fo 
concife, and fo much crowded with imagery ; 
the mind is kept at fuch a ftretch in accompany- 
ing the author; that an ordinary reader is at firft 
apt to be dazzled and fatigued, rather than pleaf- 
ed,, His poems require to be taken up at inter- 
vals, and to be frequently reviewed ; and then it 
is impofiible but his beauties muft open to every 
reader, who is capable of fenfibility. Thofe who 
have the higheft degree of it, will relifh them the 
moft. 

As Homer is, of all the great poets, the one 
whofe manner, and times come the neareft to 
Offian’s, we are naturally led to run a parallel in, 
fome inftances between the Greek and the Cel- 
tic bard. For though Homer lived more than a 
thoufand years before Offian, it is not from the 
age of the world, but from the ftate of fociety 
that we are to judge of refembling times. The 
Greek has, in feveral points, a manifeft fuperi- 
ority. He introduces a greater variety of inci- 
dents; he poflefles a larger compats ofideas ; has 

more 
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more diverfity in his characters; and a much 
deeper knowledge of human nature. It was not 
to be expected, that in any of thefe particulars, 
Offian could equal Homer. For Homer lived in 
acountry where fociety was much farther advanc- 
ed; he had beheld many more objects ; cities 
built and flourifhing; laws inftituted ; order, 
difcipline, and arts begun. His field of obferva- 
tion was much larger and more fplendid ; his 
knowledge, of courfe, more extenfive ; his mind. 
alfo, it fhall be granted, more penetrating. But 
if Offian’s ideas and objects be lefs diverfified than 
thofe of Homer, they are all, however, of the kind 
fitteft for poetry: The bravery and generofity of 
heroes, the tendernefs of lovers, the attachments 
of friends, parents, and children.. In a rude age 
and country, though the events that happen be 
few, the undiffipated mind broods over them 
more; they ftrike the imagination, and fire the 
paflions in a higher degree ;. and: of confequence 
become happier materials to a poetical genius,, 
than the fame events when {cattered through the: 
wide circle of more. varied a¢tion, and cultivated. 
life. 

Homer is a more cheerful and fprightly poet 
than Offian. ‘You difcern in him all the Greek 
vivacity ; whereas Offian uniformly maintains the 
gravity and folemnity of aCeltic hero. ‘This too 
is in a great meafure to:be accounted for from the 
different fituations in which they lived, partly 
perfonal, and partly national. Offian had fur- | 
vived all his friends, and was difpofed to melan- 
choly by the incidents of his life. But befides. 
this, cheerfulnefs is one of the many bleflings 
which we owe to formed fociety. ‘The folitary 
wild ftate is always a ferious.one. Bating the 
fudden and violent burfts of mirth, which fome~ 
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times break forth at their dances and feafts; the 
favage American tribes have been noted by all 
travellers for their gravity and taciturnity. Some- 
what of this taciturnity may be alfo remarked in 
Offian. On all occafions he is frugal of his words 5 
and never gives you more of an image or a de- 
{cription, than is juft fufficient to place it before 
you in one clear point of view. It is a blaze of 
lightning, which flafhes and vanifhes. Homer 
is more extended in his defcriptions; and fills 
them up with a greater variety of circumftances. 
Both the poets are dramatic ; that is, they intro- 
duce their perfonages frequently fpeaking before 
us. But Offian is concife and rapid in his fpeech- 
es, as he is in every other thing. Homer, with 
the Greek vivacity, had alfo fome portion of the 
Greek loquacity. His {peeches indeed are high- 
ly characteriftical ; and to them we are much in- 
debted for that admirable difplay he has given of 
human nature. Yet if he be tediousany where, 
it is in thefe ; fome of them trifling ; and fome 
of them plainly unfeafonable. Both poets are 
eminently fublime; but a difference may be re- 
marked in the {pecies of their fublimity. Homer’s 
fublimity is accompanied with more impetuofity 
and fire; Offian’s with more of a folemn and 
awful grandeur. Homer hurries you along; 
Offian elevates, and fixes you in aftonifhment. 
Homer is moft fublime in actions and battles ; 
Offian, in defcription and fentiment. In the pae 
thetic, Homer, when he chufes to exert it, has 
great power; but Offian exerts that power much 
oftner, and has the character of tendernefs far 
more deeply imprinted on his works. No poet 
knew better how to feize and melt the heart. 
With regard to dignity of fentiment, the pre- 
eminence mutt clearly be given to Offian. ‘This 
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is indeed a furprifing circumftance, that in point 
of humanity, magnanimity, virtuous feelings of 
every kind, our rude Celtic bard fhould be dif- 
tinguifhed to fuch a degree, that not only the 
* heroes of Homer, but even thofe of the polite 
and refined Virgil, are left far behind by thofe 
of Offian. 

After thefe general obfervations on the genius 
and {pirit of our author, 1 now proceed to a 
nearer view, and more accurate examination of 
his works: and as Fingal is the firft great poem 
in this collection, it is proper to begin with it. 
To refufe the title of an epic poem to Fingal, be- 
caufe it is not, in every little particular, exactly 
conformable to the practice of Homer and Vir- 
gil, were the mere {queamifhneis and pedantry 
of criticifm. Examined even according to Arif 
totle’s rules, it will be found to have all the ef- 
fential requifites of a true and regular epic; and 
to have feveral of them in fo high a degree, as at 
firft. view to raife our aftonifhment on finding 
Offian’s compofition fo agreeable to rules of 
which he was entirely ignorant. But our afto- 
nifhment will ceafe, when we confider from 
what fource Ariftotle drew thofe rules. Homer 
knew no more of the laws of criticifm than Of 
fian. But guided by nature, he compofed in 
verfe a regular ftory, founded on heroic aétions, 
which all pofterity admired. Ariftotle, with 
sreat fagacity and penetration, traced the caufes 
of this general admiration. He obferved what 
it was in Homer’s compofition, and in the con- 
duc of his ftory, which gave it fuch power to 
pleafe; from this obfervation he deduced the 
rules which poets ought to follow, who would 
write and pleafe like Homer; and to a compofi- 
tion formed according to fuch rules, he gave the 
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name of an epicpoem. Hence his whole fyftem 
arofe. Ariftotle ftudied nature in Homer. Ho-= 
mer and Offian both wrote from nature. No 
wonder that among all the three, there fhould 
be fuch agreement and conformity. 

‘The fundamental rules delivered by Ariftotle 
concerning an epic poem, are thefe: That the 
action which is the ground-work of the poem, 
fhould be one, complete, and great; that it 
fhould be feigned, not merely hiftorical ; that 
it fhould be-enlivened with characters and man- 
ners, and heightened by the marvellous. 

But before entering on any of thefe, it may 
perhaps be afked, what is the moral of Fingal ? 
For, according to M. Boffu, an epic poem is 
no other than an allegory contrived to illuftrate 
fome moral truth. "The poet, fays this critics 
muft begin with fixing on fome maxim, or in- 
ftruction, which he intends to inculcate on man- 
kind. He next forms a fable, like one of A‘iop’s 
wholly with a view to the moral; and having 
thus fettled and arranged his plan, he then looks 
into traditionary hiftory for names and inci- 
dents, to give his fable fome air of probability. 
Wever did a more frigid, pedantic notion, enter 
into the mind of a critic. We may fafely pro- 
nounce, that he who fhould compofe an epic 
poem after this manner, who fhould firft lay 
’ down a moral and contrive a plan, before he had 
thought of his perfonages and actors, might de- 
liver indeed very found inftruction, but would 
find few readers. ‘There cannot be the leaft 
doubt that the firft object which ftrikes an epic 


poet, which fires his genius, and gives him any 


idea of his work, is the action or fubjeét he is to 
celebrate, Hardly is there any tale, any fubject 
a poet can chufe for fucha work, but will afford 

fome 
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fome general moral inftruction. An epic poem 
is by its nature one of the moft moral of all poe- 
tical compofitions: But its moral tendency is by 
no means to be limited to fome common-place 
3axim, which may be gathered from the ftory. 
It arifes from the admiration of heroic actions, 
which fuch a compofition is peculiarly calculated 
to produce; from the virtuous emotions which 
the characters and incidents raife, whilft we 
read it; from the happy impreflion which all 
the parts feparately, as well as the whole taken 
together, leave upon the mind. However, if a 
general moral be {till infifted on, Fingal obvi- 
oufly furnifhes one, not inferior to that of any 
‘other poet, viz. That Wifdom and Bravery al- 
ways triumph over brutal *force: or another 
nobler ftill ; That the moft complete victory over 
an enemy is obtained by that moderation and 
generofity which convert him into a friend. 

The unity of the Epic action, which, of all 
Ariftotle’s rules, is the chief and moft material, 
is fo ftrictly preferved in Fingal, that it muft be 
perceived by every reader. It is a more com- 
plete unity than what arifes from relating the 
actions of one man, which the Greek critic 
juftly cenfures as imperfect; it is the unity of 
one enterprife, the deliverance of Ireland from 
the invafion of Swaran: An enterprife, which 
has furely the full Heroic dignity. All the in- 
cidents recorded bear a conftant reference to one 
end; no double piot is carried on ; but the parts 
unite into a regular whole: And as the aétion is 
one and great, fo it isan entire or complete 
action. For we find, as the Critic farther re- 
quires, a beginning, a middle, and an end; a 
Nodus, or intrigue in the poem; difficulties 
occurring through Cuthullin’s rafhnefs and bad 

fuccefs 3: 
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fuccefs ; thofe difficulties gradually furmounted ; 
and at laft the work conducted to that happy 
conclufion which is held effential to Epic Poe- 
try. Unity is indeed obferved with greater ex- 
actnefs in Fingal, than in almoit any other Epic 
compofition. For not only is unity of fubject 
maintained, but that of time and place alfo. 
‘The Autumn is clearly pointed out as the feafon 
of the action; and from beginning to end the 
fcene is never fhifted from the heath of Lena, 
along the fea-fhore. ‘The duration of the action 
in Fingal, is much fhorter than in the Iliad or 
fEneid, but fure there may be fhorter as well as 
Tonger Heroic Poems; and if the authority of 
Ariftotle be alfo required for this, he fays ex- 
prefsly that the Epic compofition is indefinite as 
to the time of its duration. Accordingly the 
Action of the Iliad lafts only forty-feven days, 
whilft that of the Atneid is continued for more: 
than a year. | 
Throughout the whole of Fingal, there reigns 
that grandeur of fentiment, ftyle, and imagery, 
which ought ever to diftinguifh this high fpecies: 
of poetry. The ftory is conducted with no fmall 
art. ‘The poet goes not back to a tedious re- 
cital of the beginning of the war with Swaran; 
but haftening to the main action, he falls in ex- 
actly, by a moft happy coincidence of thought, 
with the rule of Horace. 
Semper ad eventum feftinat, & in medias res, ~ 
Non fecus ac notas, auditorem rapit 
Nec gemino bellum Trojanum auditur ab ovo. 
; De Arte Poet. 
He invokes no mufe, for he acknowledged 
none; but his. occafional.addrefles to Malvina, 
have a finer effect than the invocation of any 
mufe. He fets out with no formal propofition 
of 
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of his fubject; but the fubject naturally and eafi- 
ly unfolds itfelf; the poem opening in an ani- 
mated manner, with the fituation of Cuthullin, 
and the arrival of a fcout who informs him of 
Swaran’s landing. Mention is prefently made 
of Fingal, and of the expected affiftance from 
the fhips of the lonely ifle, in order-to give fur- 
ther light to the fubject. For the poet often 
fhows his addrefs in gradually preparing us for 
the events he is to introduce; and in particular 
the preparation for the appearance of Fingal, 
the previous expectations that are raifed, and the 
extreme magnificence fully anfwering thefe ex- 
pettations, with which the hero is at length 
prefented to us, are all worked up with fuch 
{kilful conduct as would do honour to any poet 
of the moft refined times. Homer’s art in mag- 
nifying the character of Achilles has been uni- 
verfally admired. Offian certainly fhews no lefs 
art in aggrandizing Fingal. Nothing could be 
more happily imagined for this purpofe than the 
whole management of the lait battle, wherein 
Gaul the fon of Morni, had befought Fingal to 
retire, and to leave to him and his other chiefs 
the honour of the day. The generofity of the 
king in agreeing to this propofal; the majefty 
with which he retreats to the hill, from whence 
he was to behold the engagement, attended by 
his bards, and waving the lightning of his f{word; 
his perceiving the chiefs overpowered by num- 
bers, but from unwillingnefs to deprive them. of 
the glory of victory by coming in perfon to their 
affiftance, firft fending Ullin, the bard, to ani- 
mate their courage; and at laft, when the dan- 
ger becomes more prefiing, his rifing in his 
might, and interpofing, like a divinity, to 
decide the doubtful fate of the day; are all cir- 
-cumftances contrived with fo much art as plainly 
difcover 
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difcover the Celtic Bards to have been not un= 
practifed in heroic poetry. 

The ftory which isthe foundation of the Iliad is: 
in itfelf as fimple as that of Fingal. A quarrel arifes. 
between Achiiles and Agamemnon concerning a 
female flave ; on which Achilles, apprehending. 
himfelf to be injured, withdraws his affiftance 
from the reft of the Greeks. The Greeks fall 


into great diftrefs, and befeech him to be recon- 


ciled to them. He refufes to fight for them in 
perfon, but fends his friend Patroclus; and upon: 
his being flain, goes forth to revenge his death, 
and kills Hector. ‘The fubject of Fingal is this : 
Swaran comes to invade Ireland: Cuthullin, the: 


guardian of the young king, had applied for af-- 


fiftance to Fingal, who reigned in the oppofite 
coaft of Scotland. But before Fingal’s arrival, he 
is hurried by rafh counfel to encounter Swaran.. 
He is defeated; he retreats; and defponds. Fin— 
gal arrives in this conjuncture. The battle is for 
fome time dubious; but in the end he conquers: 
Swaran; and the remembrance of Swaran’s be= 
ing the brother of Agandecca, who. had once 
faved his life, makes him difmifs him honour- 
ably. Homer, it is true, has filled up his ftory 
with a much greater variety of particulars than 
Offian; and in this has fhewn a compafs of in= 
vention fuperior to that of the other poet. But 
it muft not be forgotten, that though Homer be 
more circumftantial, his incidents however are: 
lefs diverfified in kind than thofe of Offian. 
War and bloodfhed reign throughout the Iliad ; 
and notwithftanding all the fertility of Homer’s. 
invention, there is fo much uniformity in his 
fubjeéts, that there are few readers, who, before 
the clofe, are not tired with perpetual fighting. 
‘Whereas in Offian, the mind is relieved by a 

more 
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_mnore agreeable diverfity. _ There is a finer mix- 
ture of war and heroifm, with love’ and friend- 
fhip, of martial, with tender fcenes, than is to 
be met with, perhaps, in any other poet. ‘The 
Epifodes too, have great propriety ; «s natural, 
and proper to that age and country: confifting 
of the fongs of bards, which are known to have 
been the great entertainment of the Celtic heroes 
in war, as well as in peace. Thefe fongs are 
not introduced at random; if you except the 
Epifode of Duchommar and Morna, in the firft 
book, which, though beautiful, is more unartful, 
than any of the reft ; they have always fome par- 
ticular relation to the actor whé is interefted, or 
to the events which are going on; and, whilft 
they vary the fcene, they preferve a fufficient 
connection with the main fubject, by the fitnefs 
and propriety of their introduction. 

As Fingal’s love to Agandecca, influences 
fome circumftances of the poem, particularly the 
honourable difmiffion of Swaran at the end; it 
was neceffary that we fhould be let into this part 
of the hero’s ftory. But as it lay without the | 
compat{s of the prefent action, it could be regu- 
larly introduced no where, except in an Epifode, 
Accordingly the poet, with as much propriety, 
as if Ariftotle himfelf had directed the plan, has 
contrived an Epifodefor this purpofe in the fong 
of Carril, at the beginning of the third book. 

The conclufion of the poem is ftri¢tly accord- 
ing to rule; and is every way noble and pleafing. 
‘The reconciliation of the contending heroes, the 
confolation of Cuthullin, and the general fe- 
licity that crowns the action, footh the mind in 
a very agreeable manner, and form that paflage 
from agitation and trouble, to perfect quiet and 
repofe, which critics require as the proper termi- 

nation 
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nation of the Epic work. Thus they pafled 
“ the night in fong, and brought back the morn~ 
*¢ ing with joy. Fingal arofe on the heath; and 
“ fhook his glittering fpear in his hand.~ He 
“¢ moved firft towards the plains of Lena; and 
*¢ we followed like a ridge of fire. Spread the: 
s fail, faid the king of Morven, and catch the 
“¢ winds that pour from Lena.—We rofe on the 
“ wave with fongs; and rufhed with joy through 
« the foam of the ocean.”—So much for the’ 
unity and general conduct of the Epic action im 
Fingal. , 

With regard to that property of the fubje& 
which Ariitotle requires, that it fhould be feign-- 


ed not hiftorical, he muft not be underftood for — 


ftrictly, as if he meant to exclude all fubjects: 
which have any foundation in truth. For fuch 
exclufion would both be unreafonable in itfelf,, 
and, what is more, would be contrary to the 
practice of Homer, who is known to have found- 
ed his [liad on hiftorical facts concerning the 
war of Troy, which was fameus throughout all 
Greece. Ariftotle means no more than that it 
is the bufinefs of a poet not to be a mere annalift 
of facts, but to embellifh truth with beautiful, 
probable, and ufeful fiétions; to copy nature, 
as he himfelf explains it, like painters, who pre~ 
ferve a likenefs, but exhibit their cbieéts more: 
grand and beautiful than they are in reality. 
"Phat Offian: has followed this courfe, and build- 
ing upon true hiftory, has fufficiently adorned it 
with poetical fiction for aggrandizing his charac- 
ters and facts, will not, I believe, be queftioned 
by moft readers. At the fametime, the founda- 
tion which thofe facts and characters had in 
truth, andthe fhare which the poet himfelf had 
in the tranfactions which he records, muft be 

confidered 
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confidered as no {mall advantage to his work. 
For truth makes an impreffion on the mind far 
beyond any fiction; and no man, let his ima- 
gination be ever fo ftrong, relates any events fo 
feelingly as thofe in which he has been interefted; 
paints any {cene fo naturally as one which he has 
feen; or draws any characters in fuch ftrong 
colours as thofe which he has perfonally known. 
It is confidered as an advantage of the Epic fub- 
ject to be taken from a period fo diftant, as by 
being involved in the darknefs of tradition, may 
give licence to fable. ‘Though Offian’s fubject. 
may at firft view appear unfavourable in this re- 
fpect, as being taken from his own times, yet 
when we reflect that he lived to an extreme old 
age; that he relates what had been tranfacted in 
another country, at the diftance of many years, 
and after all that race of men who had been the 
actors were gone off the ftage; we fhall find the 
objection in a great meafure obviated. In fo 
rude an age, when no written records were 
known, when tradition was loofe, and accuracy 
of any kind little attended to, what was great 
and heroic in one generation, eafily ripened into 
the marvellous in the next. 

The natural reprefentation of human charac- 
ters in an Epic Poem is highly eflential to its 
merit: And in refpeét of this there can be no 
doubt of Homer’s excelling all the heroic poets 
who have ever wrote. But though Offian be 
much inferior to Homer in this article, he will 
be found to be equal at leaft, if not fuperior, to 
Virgil; and has indeed given all the difplay of 
human nature, which the fimple occurrences of 
his times could be expected to furnifth. No dead 
uniformity of character prevails in Fingal; but, 
on the contrary, the principal characters are not 

only 
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only clearly diftinguifhed, but fometimes artfully” 
contrafted, fo as to illuftrate each other. Offian’s- 
_ heroes are, like Homer’s, all brave; but their bra-- 
_ very, like thofe of Homer’s too, is of different 
kinds. For- inftance, the prudent, the fedate,. 
the modeft and circumfpect Connal, is finely op- 
pofed to the prefumptuous, rafh, overbearing, 
but gallant and generous Calmar..Calmar hurries: 
Cuthulli into action by his temerity ; and. when- 
he fees the bad effect of his counfels, he will not 
furvive the difgrace. Connal, like another Ulyf- 
fes, attends Cuthullin te his retreat, counfels, and: 
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comforts him under his misfortune. The fierce,- — 


the proud, and high-fpirited Swaran is admirably 
contrafted with the calm, the moderate, and ge-- 
nerous -Fingal.. The character of Ofcar is a favou-- 
rite one throughout the whole poems: ‘Phe ami- 
able warmth of the young warrior; his eager im-- 
petuofity in the day of action ;-his paflion for fame: 


his fubmiffion to his Father his tendernefs for® _ 


Malvina, are the ftrokes of a. mafterly pencil 3. 
the ftrokes are few; but it is the hand of nature,. 
and attraéts the heart. Offian’s own charat¢ter, 
the old man, the hero, and the bard, all in one, 
prefents to us through the whole work a moft re= 
{pectable and venerable figure, which we always. 
contemplate with pleafure. Cuthullin is a hero 
of the higheft clafs: daring, magnanimous, and 
exguifitely fenfible to honour. We become at- 
tached to his intereft, and are deeply touched with 
his diftrefS ; and after the admiration’raifed for 
him in the firft part of the poem, it is a ftrong 
proof of Offian’s mafterly genius that he durft ad- 
venture to produce to us another hero, compared’ 
with whom, even the great Cuthullin, fhould be 
only an inferior perfonage ; ; and who- fhould rife 
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as far above him, as Cuthullin rifes above the 
reft. 

Here indeed, in the character and defcription 
of Fingal, Offian triumphs almoft unrivalled: 
For we may boldly defy all antiquity to fhew us 
any hero equal to Fingal. Homer’s Heétor pof- 
feffes feveral great and amiable qualities ; but 
Hector is a fecondary perfonage in the Iliad, not 
the hero of the work. We fee him only occa- 
fionally ; we know much lefs of him than we do 
of Fingal ; who not only in this Epic Poem, but 
in Temora, and throughout the reft of Offian’s 
- works, is prefented in all that variety of lights, 
which give the full difplay of a character. And 
though Hector faithfully difcharges his duty to 
his country, his friends, and his family, he is 
tinctured, however, with a degree of the fame 
favage ferocity, which prevails among all the 
Homeric heroes. For we find him infulting over 
the fallen Patroclus, with the moft cruel taunts, 
and telling him when he lies in the agony of 
death, that Achilles cannot help him now; and 
that in a fhort time his body, ftripped naked, and 
deprived of funeral honours, {hall be devoured by - 
the Vultures*. Whereas in the charatter of 
Fingal, concur almoft all the qualities that can en- 
noble human nature ; that can either make us ad- 
_mire the hero, or love the man. He is not only 

unconquerable in war, but he makes his people 
happy by his wifdom in the days of peace. He 
is truly the father of his people. He is known by 
the epithet of « Fingal of the mildeft look;” and 
diftinguifhed, on every occafion, by humanity 
and generofity. He is merciful to his foes +; full 


of 

* Wiad xvi. 830. Il. xvii. 127. 
+ When he commands his fons, after Swaran is tatadl prifo- 
ner, to “ purfue the ref of Lochlin, over the heath of Lena ; 
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of affection to his children ; full of concern about 
his friends ; and never mentions Agandecca, his 
firft love, without the utmofttendernefs. He is 
the univerfal protector of the diftreffed; «* None 
« ever went fad from Fingal.”—« O Ofcar ! 
«* bend the ftrong in arms; but fpare the feeble 
« hand. Bethou a ftream of many tides againft 
“¢ the foes of thy people; but like the gale that 
«¢ moves the grafs, to thofe who afk thine aid. 
« So Trenmor lived; fuch Trathal was; and 
fuch has Fingal been. My arm was the fup- 
port of the injured; the weak refted behind 
the lightning of my fteel.”—Thefe were the 
maxims of true heroifm, to which he formed his 
grandion. His fame is reprefented as every where 
{pread ; the greateft heroes acknowledge his fu- 
periority ; his enemies tremble at his name ; and 
the higheft encomium that can be beftowed on 
one whom the poet would moft exalt, is to fay, 
that his foul was like the foul of Fingal. 

To do juftice to the poet’s merit, in fupporting 
fuch a character as this, I muft obferve, what is 
not commonly attended to, that there is no part of 
poetical execution more difficult, than to draw a 
perfect character in fuch a manner, as to render it 
diftinét and affecting tothe mind. Some ftrokes 
of human imperfection and frailty, are what ufu- 
ally give us the moft clear view, andthe moft fen-— 
fible impreffion of a character ; becaufe they pre- — 

fent | 
« that no veffel may hereafter bound on the dark-rolling t 
“ waves of Iniftore ;? he means not affuredly, as fome have - 
mifreprefented him, to order a general flaughter of the foes, — 
and to prevent their faving themfelves by flight; but, like a _ 
wife general, he commands his chiefs to render the victory — 
complete, by a total rout of the enemy ; that they might ad- 


venture no more for the future, to fit out any fleet againft him 
or his allies, 
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fent to us a man, fuch as we have feen ; they recall 
known features of human nature. When poets 
attempt to go deyond this range, and defcribe a 
fauklefs hero, they, for the moft part, fet before 
us a fort of vague undiftinguifhable character, 
fuch as the imagination cannot lay hold of, or re- 
alize to itfelf, as the object of affection. We know 
how much Virgil has failed in this particular. 
His perfect hero, A®neas, is an unanimated, infi- 
pid perfonage, whom we may pretend to admire, 
but whom no one can heartily love. But what 
Virgil has failed in, Offian, to our aftonifhment, 
has fuccefsfully executed. His Fingal, though 
exhibited without any of the common human fail- 
ings, is neverthelefs a real man ; a character which 
touches and interefts every reader. ‘To this it has 
much contributed, that the poet has reprefented 
him as an old man; and by this has gained the 
advantage of throwing around hima great many 
circumftances, peculiar to that age, which paint 
him to the fancy in a more diftinét light. He is 
furrounded with his family ; he inftrudts his chil- 
dren in the principles of virtue ; he is narrative 
of his paft exploits ; he is venerable with the grey 
locks of age ; he is frequently difpofed to mora- 
lize, like an old man, on human vanity and the 
profpect of death, ‘There is more art, at leaft 
more felicity, in this, than may at firft be imagin- 
ed. For youth and old age, are the two ftates of 
human life, capable of being placed in the moft 
picturefque lights. Middle age is more general 
and vague ; and has fewer circumftances peculiar 
to the idea ofit. And when any object is ina fi- 
tuation, that admits it to be rendered particular, 
and to be cloathed with a variety of circumftan- 
ces, it always {tands out more clear and full in po- 
etical defcription. 
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Befides human perfonages, divine or fupernatu- 
ral agents are often introduced into epic poetry 3 
forming what is called the machinery of it ; which — 
moit critics hold to be an effential part. The 
marvellous, it muft be admitted, has always a great _ 
charm for the bulk of readers. It gratifies the 
imagination, and affords room for ftriking and 
fublime defcription. No wonder, therefore, that 
all poets fhould have a ftrong propenfity towards 
it. But I muft obferve, that nothing is more 
difficult, than to adjuft properly the marvellous © 
with the probable. Ifa poet facrifice probability, — 
and fill his work with extravagant fupernatural — 
{cenes, he f{preads over it an appearance of romance 
and childifh fiction; he tranfports his readers — 
from this world, into a fantaftic, vifionary region 3 
and lofes that weight and dignity which fhould 
reign in epic poetry. No work, from which 
probability is altogether banifhed, can make a 
lafting or deep imprefiion. Human actions and 
manners, are always. the moft interefting objects 
which can be prefented toa human mind. All — 
machinery, therefore, is faulty which withdraws — 
thefe too much from view ; or ob{cures them un- 
der a cloud of incredible fictions. Befides being — 
temperately employed, machinery ought always — 
to have fome foundation in popular belief. A 
poet is by no means at liberty to invent what fyf 
tem of the marvellous he pleafes ;: He muft avail 
himfelf either of the religious faith, or the fuper-- 
ftitious credulity of the country wherein he lives 5 
fo as to give an air of probability to events which 
are moft contrary to the common courfe of na=— 
ture. Re 

In thefe refpects, Offian appears to me to have — 
deen remarkably happy. He has indeed follow-— 
ed the fame courfe with Homer. For it is per- 
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fedtly abfurd to imagine, as fome critics have done, 
that Homer’s mythology was invented by him, 
in confequence of profound reflections on the 
benefit it would yield to poetry. Homer was no 
- fuch refining genius. He found the traditiona- 
ry ftories on which he built his Hiad, mingled 
with popular legends concerning the intervention 
of the gods ; and he adopted thefe, becaufe they 
amufed the fancy. Offian, in like manner, found 
the tales of his country full of ghofts and {pirits : 
It is likely he believed them himfelf; and he in-~ 
troduced them, becaufe they gave his poems that 
felemn and marvellous caft, which fuited his ge- 
nius. This was the only machinery he could 
employ with propriety ; becaufe it was the only 
intervention of {upernatural beings, which agreed 

with the common belief of the country. It was 
happy; becaufe it did not interfere in the leaft 
with the proper difplay of human characters and 
actions: becaufe it had lefs of the incredible, than 
moft other kinds of poetical machinery: and be- 
caufe it ferved to diverfify the fcene, and to 
heighten the fubject by an awful grandeur, which 
is the great defign of machinery. 

As Offian’s mythology is- peculiar to himfelf, 
and makes a confiderable figure in his other po- 
ems, as well as in Fingal, it may be proper to 
make fome obfervations on it, independent of its 
fubferviency to epic compofition. It turns, for 
the moft part, en the appearances of. departed 
fpirits. Thefe, confonantly to the notions of 
- every rude age, are reprefented not as purely im« 
material, but as thin airy forms, which can be 
vifible or invifible at pleafure; their voice is fee» 
ble; their arm is weak; but they are endowed 
_ with knowledge more than human.. In a fepa- 
rate ftate, they retain the fame difpofitions which 
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animated them in this life. They ride on the 
wind: they bend their airy bows; and purfue — 
deer formed of clouds. ‘The ghofts of departed 
bards continue tofing. ‘The ghofts of departed 
heroes frequent the fields of their former fame. 
s¢ ‘They reft together in their.caves, and talk of 
** mortal men. “Their fongs are of other worlds. 

_ *© They come fometimes to the ear of.reft, and | 
“¢ raife their feeble.voice.” All this prefents to 
us much the fame fet of ideas, concerning fpirits, _ 
as we find in the eleventh book of the Ody‘fey, 
where Ulyffes -vifits the regions of the dead: — 
And inthe twenty-third book .of the Iliad, the -— 
ghoft of Patroclus, after appearing to Achilles, 
vanifhes precifely like one of .Offian’s, emitting a— 
fhrill, feehle cry, and melting away like fmoke. 

But theugh Homer’s and Offian’s ideas con- 
cerning ghofts were of the fame nature, we can- 
not but obferve, that Offian’s ghofts are drawn 
avith much ftronger and livelier colours than thofe 
of Homer. -Offian defcribes ghofts with all the 
particularity of one who had feen and.converfed 
with them, and whofe imagination was full of © 
the impreffion they had left upon it. He calls 

eP thofe awful and tremendous ideas which the 

Simulacra modis pallentia miris, 

are fitted to raife in the human mind; and 

which, in Shakefpeare’s ftyle, « harrow up the 

“foul.” Crugal’s ghoft, in particular, in the — 

beginning of the fecond book of Fingal, may — 

vie with any appearance of this kind, defcribed — 

‘by any epic or tragic poet whatever. Mott poets ; 

would have contented themfelves with telling us, 

that he refembled, in every particular, the living 

Crugal; that his form and drefs were the fame, © ‘ 

only his face more pale and fad ; and that he bore — 

the mark of the wound by which he fell. But j 

Offian 
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Offian fets before our eyes a fpirit from the in- 
vifible world, diftinguifhed by all thofe features, 
which a ftrong aftonifhed imagination would give 
i aghoft. ‘ A dark-red ftream of fire comes 
‘ down from the hill. Crugal fat upon the 
“ beam; he that lately fell by the hand of Swa- 
« ran, fitivine in the battle of heroes. His face 
« is like the beam of the fetting moon. His 
*< robes are of the clouds of the hill. His eyes 
« are like two decaying flames. Dark is the 
© wound of his breaft.—The ftars dim-twinkled 
-€ through his form; and his voice was like the 
- & found of a diftant ftream.” ‘The circumftance 
.of the ftars being beheld, “ dim-twinkling 
“ through his form,” is wonderfully picturefque ; 
and conveys the moft lively imprefiion of his thin 
and fhadowy fubftance. ‘The attitude in which 
he is afterwards placed, and the fpeech put into 
_ his mouth, are full of that folemn and awful fub- 
limity, which fuits the fubject. ‘ Dim, and in 
«¢ tears, he ftood and ftretched his pale hand 
« over the hero. Faintly he raifed his feeble 
« voice, like the gale of the reedy Lego.—My 
« ghoft, O Connal/ is on my native hills; but 
«© my corfe is on the fands of Ullin. Thoy 
« fhalt never talk with Crugal, or find his lor 
«© fteps inthe heath. Iam light as the blaft of 
© Cromla; and I move like the fhadow of mift. 
«¢ Connal, fon of Colgar! I fee the dark cloud 
¢ of death. It hovers over the plains of Lena. 
« The fons of green Erin fhall fall. Remove 
« from the field of ghofts.—Like the darkened 
« moon he retired in the midft of the whiftling 
 blaft.” 
. Several other appearances of fpirits might be 
pounted out, as among the moft fublime paflages 
of Offian’s poetry. The circumflances of them 
N2 are 
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are confiderably diverfified ; and the fcenery al- 
ways fuited to the occafion. © Ofcar flowly af- 

«¢ cends the hill. ‘The meteors of night fet on 
«the heath before him. A diftant torrent 
“ faintly roars. Unfrequent blafts rufh through 
“ aged oaks. ‘The half-enlightened moon finks 
«© dim and red behind her hill. Feeble voices 
“© are heard on the heath. Ofcar drew his 
“© fword.” Nothing can prepare the fancy 
more happily for the awful fcene that is to fol- 
low. © ‘lrenmor came from his hill, at the 
6 voice of his mighty fon. A cloud, like the 
«© fteed of the ftranger, fupported his airy limbs. 

«© His robe is of the mift of Lano, that brings 
« death to the people. His {word is a green 
** meteor, half-extinguifhed. His face is with- © 
“ out form, and dark. He fighed thrice over 
« the hero: And thrice, the winds of the night 
«* roared around. . Many were his words to Of- 
$6 car He flowly vanithed, like a mit that 
<¢ melts on the funny hill.” ‘To appearances of — 
this kind, we can find no parallel among the 
Greek or Roman poets. ‘They bring to mind 
that noble defcription in the book of Job: ‘*In — 
«: thoughts from the vifions of the night, when — 
«« deep fleep falleth on men, fear came upon © 
« me, and trembling, which madeall my bones 
“ to fhake. Then a fpirit.paffed before my — 
« face. The hair of my flefh ftood up. It } 
« ftood ftill; but I could not difcern the form 

<< thereof... An’ image was before mine eyes. 
«© There was filence; and I heard a voice— 
«© Shall mortal man be more juft than 
«© God * 2” 


: 
* Job, iv. I3—I7. 
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As Offian’s fupernatural beings are defcribed 
with a furprifing force of imagination, fo they 
are introduced with propriety. We have only 
three ghofts in Fingal: That of Crugal, which 
comes to warn-the hoft of impending deftruction, 
and to advife them to fave themfelves by retreat ; 
that of Evirallin, the fpoufe of Offian, which calls 
him to rife and refcue their fon from danger ; and 
that of Agandecca, which, juft before the laft 
engagement with Swaran, moves Fingal to pity, 
by mourning for the approaching deftruction of 
her kinfmen and people. In the other’ poems, 
ghofts fometimes appear when invoked: to forc- 
tell futurity ; frequently, according to the noti- 
ons of thefe times, they come as forerunners of 
_ misfortune or death, to thofe whom-they vifit 5. 
fometimes they inform their friends-at.a-diftance 
of their own'death ; and fometimes-they are in- 
troduced to. heighten the fcenery on fome great 
and folemn oecafion.- *«* A hundred oaks burr 
«¢ to the wind :.and faint light gleams over the 
* heath. The ghofts of Ardven pafs- through: 
«© the beam ;.and fhew their dim and diftant 
«© forms. Comala is half-unfeen on her meteor ; 
«¢ and Hidallan is fudden and dim.” “ The 
‘¢ awful faces of other times, looked from the 
“© clouds of Crona.”—* Fercuth ! I faw the 
<¢ ghoft of night. Silent he ftood on that bank ; 
“¢ his robe of mift flew onthe wind. I could 
“ behold his tears. An aged man he feemed,. 
s¢ and full of thought. 

The ghofts of {trangers mingle not with thofe 
sof the natives. « She i is feen 3; but not like the 
- daughters ofthe hill. Her robes are from the 
«© {trangers land ; and the is ftill.alone.” When 
the shot of one whom we had formerly known | 
is introduced, the propriety of the livi ing charac- 
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ter is ftill preferved. This is remarkable in the — 
appearance of Calmar’s ghoft, in the poem en-_ 
titled The Death of Cuthullin. He feems to . 
forebode Cuthullin’s death, and to beckon him to ~ 
his cave. Cuthullin reproaches him for fuppofing — 
that he could be intimidated by fuch prognoftics. — 
‘© Why doft thou bend thy dark eyes on me, © 
«¢ ghoft of the car-borne Calmar ? Would’ft thou ~ 
“ frighten me, O Matha’s fon ! from the battles of 
«© Cormac? Thy hand was not feeble in war; _ 
« neither was thy voice for peace. How art — 
« thou changed, chief of Lara! if now thou © 
“ doft advife to fly! Retire thou to thy cave: — 
«© Thou art not Calmar’s ghoft : He delighted in — 
« battle; and his arm was like the thunder of — 
s¢ heaven.” Calmar makes no return to this © 
feeming reproach: But, ‘ He retired in his blaft — 
“¢ with joy; for he had heard the voice of his 
_ © pyraife.” This is precifely the ghoft of Achil-_ 
les in Homer ; who, notwithftanding all the dif — 
fatisfaction he exprefles with his ftate in the regi- — 
on of the dead, as.foon as he had heard his fon 
Neoptolemus praifed for his gallant behaviour, : 
ftrode away with filent joy to rejoin the reft of © 
the fhades *. i 
It is a great advantage of Offian’s mythology, 
that it is not local and temporary, like that of © 
moft other ancient poets ; which of courfe is apt — 
to feem ridiculous, after the fuperftitions have — 
paffed away on which it was founded. Offian’s — 
mythology is, to fpeak fo, the mythology of hu- — 
man nature; for it is founded on what has been | 
the popular belief, in all ages and countries, and 
under all forms of religion, concerning the ap= — 
pearances of departed fpirits. Homer’s machi- — 
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nery is always lively and amufing; but far from 
being always fupported with proper dignity. The 
indecent fquabbles among his gods, furely do 
no honour to epic poztry. Whereas Ofiian’s 
machinery has dignity: upon: all occafions. It is 
indeed a dignity of the dark and awful kind: 
but this is proper ;. becaufe coincident with the 
ftrain and {pirit of the poetry:. A light and gay 
mythology, like Homer’s, would have been per- 
feétly unfuitable to the fubjects on which Offian’s 
genius was employed.- But though his machine+ 
ry be always folemn, it» is not, however, always 
dreary or-difmal 5 it is-enlivened, as ‘much as the 
fubject would. permit, by thofe-pleafant-and beau- 
tiful appearances, which he fometimes introduces, 
of the fpirits of the hill) Thefe aré gentle fpi- 
rits ; defcending-on fun-beams ; fair-moving on 
the plain; their forms white and bright ; their 
voices {weet ; and their vifits to men propitious. 
The greateft praife that can be given, to the beau- 
ty ofa living woman, is to fay, ‘ She is fair as 
« the ghof of the hill; when it moves in a fun- 
«s beam at noon, over the filence of Morven.” 
«© ‘The hunter-fhall hear my voice from his booth. 
«> He fhall fear, but love my voice. For {weet 
‘© fhall my voice be for my friends ; for pleafant 
«° were they to me.” 

Befides ghofts, or the fpirits of departed men, 
we find in Offian fome intiances of other kinds 
of machinery.. Spirits. of. a fuperior nature to 
ghofts are fometimes alluded to; which have pow- 
er toembroil the deep; to call forth winds and 
ftorms, and pour them on the land of the ftran- 
ger ; to overturn forefts, and to fend death a 
mong the people. We have prodigies too; a 
fhower of blood ; and when fome difafter is be- 
fallingat a diftance, the found of death heardon the 
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firings of Offian’s harp: all perfectly confonant, — 
not only to the peculiar ideas of northern nations, ~ 


but to the general current of a fuperftitious ima- ~~ 
gimation in ali countries. The defcription of Fine 


gal’s airy hall, in the poem called Berrathon, and 
of the afcent of Malvina into it, deferves particu- 
lar notice, as remarkably noble and magnificent. 


But above all, the engagement of Fingal with the 


{pirit of Loda, in Carric-thura, cannot be menti- 


ened without admiration. I forbear tranfcribing — 
the paflage, as it muft have drawn the attention 
of every one who has read the works of Offian. — 
‘The undaunted courage of Fingal, oppofed to all — 
the terrors of the Scandinavian God; the ap- — 


pearance and the fpeech of that awful fpirit ; the — 
wound which he receives, and the fhriek which 


he fends forth, * as rolled into himfelf, he rofe — 


upon the wind ;” are full of the moft amazing and 


terrible majefty. I know no paflage more fublime _ 


in the writings of any uninfpired author. The 


fiction is calculated to aggrandize the hero: which ~ 


it does to a high degree; nor is it fo unnatural or 
wild a fiction, as might at firft be thought. Ac- 
cording to the notions of thofe times, fupernatu- 
ral beings were material, and, confequently, vul- 


nerable. The fpirit of Loda was not acknow= — 


ledged as a deity by Fingal; he did not worfhip at 
the ftone of his power: he plainly confidered 
him as the God of his enemies only; as a local 
deity, whofe dominion extended no farther than 


to the regions where he was worfhipped; who ~ 
had, therefore, no title to threaten him, and no — 


claim to his fubmiffion. We know there are po-_ 
etical precedents of great authority, for fictions — 


fully as extravagant ; and if Homer be forgiven ~ 


i 


¥ 


: 
f 


for making Diomed attack, and wound in battle, 
the gods whom that chief himfelf ve th 
an 
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Offian furely is pardonable for making his here» 
fuperior to the god of a foreign territory *. 
Notwithftanding the poetical advantages which 
T have afcribed to Offian’s machinery, | acknow- 
ledge it would have been much more beautiful 
and perfect, had the author difcovered fome 
knowledge of a Supreme Being. Although his 
filence on this head. has been accounted for by 
the learned and ingenious tranflator in a very pro= 
bable manner, yet {till it muft be held a confider- 
hable difadvantage to the poetry... For the moft. 
auguit and lofty ideas that can embellifh poetry 
are derived from the belief of a divine adminiftra- 
tion of the univerfe :. And hence the invocation 
of a Supreme Being, or at leaft of fome fuperior: 
powers who are conceived as prefiding over hu- 
~ man affairs, the folemnities 6f religious worfhip, | 
prayers preferred, and affiftance implored on cri«. 
tical occafions, appear with great dignity in the 


Ns. works. 


* The fcene of this encounter of Fingal ‘with’ tlie fpirit of 
Loda is laid in Iniftore, or the iflands of Orkney ; and in the 
defcription of Fingal’s landing there, it is faid, “ A. rock bends 
“* along the coaft with all its echoing wood. On the top is 
* the circle of Loda, with the mofly ftone of power.’ Incone 
firmation of Offian’s topography, it is proper to acquaint the 
reader, that in thefe iflands, as I have been well informed, 
there are many pillars, and circles of ftones, ftill remaining, 
known by the name of the ftones and circles of Loda, or Lo- 
den ; to which fome degree of fuperftitious regard is annexed 
to this day. Thefe iflands, until the year 1468, made a part 
of the Danifh dominions. Their ancient language, of which. 
there are yet fome remains among the natives, is called the 
Norfe ;-and is a diale&, not of the Celtic, but of the Scandi. 
navian tongue. The manners and the fuperftitions of the in- 
_ habitants are quite diftin@® from thofe of the Highlands and 
weftern ifles of Scotland. Their ancient fongs, too, are of a 
different ftrain and character, turning upon magical incantati« 
ons and evocations from the dead, which were the favourite 
fubjects of the old Runic poetry. They have many traditi« 
ons among them, of wars in former times with the inhabitants 
of the weftern iflands, 
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works of almoft all poets as chief ornaments of 
their compofitions. ‘The abfence ofall fuch reli- 
gious ideas from Offian’s poetry, is a fenfible 
blank in it; the more to be regretted, as we can 
eafily imagine what an illuftrious figure they would 
have made under the management of fuch a ge- 
nius as his; and how finely they would have been 


adapted to many fituations which occur in his - 


works. 

After fo particular an examination of Fingal, 
it were needlefs to enter into.as fulla difcuffion of 
the conduct of Temora, the other Epic Poem. 
Many of the fame obfervations, efpecially with 
regard to the great characteriftics of heroic poe-. 
try, apply to both. The high merit, howevers. 
of Temora, requires that we fhould not pafs it by 
without fome remarks. 

The fcene of Temora, as of Fingal, is laid in 
Jreland ; and the action is of a pofterior data. 


The fubject is, an expedition of the hero, to de-. » 


throne and punifh a bloody ufurper, and to re- 
ftore the poffeffion of the kingdom to the pofteri- 
ty of the lawful prince; an undertaking worthy 
of the juftice and heroiim of the great Fingal. 
The action is one, and complete. The poem 
opens with the defcent of Fingal on the coaft, 
and the confultation held among the chiefs of the 
enemy. ‘The murder of the young prince Cor-. 
mac, which was the caufe of the war, being an- 
tecedent to the epic action, is introduced with 
great propriety as an epifode in the firft book. In 
the progrefs of the poem, three battles are defcrib- 
ed, which rife in their importance above one ano- 
thea ; the fuccefs is various, and the _iffue for 
fome time doubtful ; till at laft, Fingal brought 
into diftrefs, by the wound of his great general 
Gaul, and the death of his fon Fillan, aflumes the 
command 
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command himfelf, and having flain the Irifh 
king in fingle combat, reftores the rightful 
heir to his throne. 

Temora has perhaps lefs fire than the other 
epic poem; but in return it has more variety, 
more tendernefs, and more magnificence. ‘The 
reigning idea, fo often prefented to us of 
« Fingal in the laft of his fields,” is venerable 
and affecting 3. nor. could any more noble cor= 
clufion bethought of, than the aged hero, after 
fo many fuccefsful atchievements, taking his 
leave of battles, and with all the folemnities of 
thofe times refigning his fpear to his fon. The 
events are lefs crowded in Temora than in Fin- 
gal; actions and characters are more particularly 
difplayed; we are let, into. the tranfactions of 
both hofts; and informed: of the adventures of 
the night as well as of the day.. ‘The ftill pathe-- 
tic, and the romantic fcenery, of feveral of the 
night adventures, fo remarkably fuited to Offi- 
an’s genius, occafion a fine diverfity in the poem; 
and are happily contrafted with the military ope- 
rations of the day.. 

In moift of our.author’s poems, the horrors of 
war are foftened by intermixed fcenes of love 
and friend{hip. In Fingal, thefe are introduced 
as epifodes ; in Temora, we have an incident of 
this nature wrought into the body of the piece 5, 
in the adventure of Cathmorand Sulmalla. This 
forms one of the moft confpicuous beauties of 
that poem. The diftrefs of Sulmalla, difguifed 
and unknown among ftrangers, her tender and. 
anxious concern for the fafety of Cathmor, her 
dream, and her melting remembrance of the 
land of her fathers; Cathmor’s emotion when 
he firft difcovers her, his ftruggles to conceal 
and fupprefs his paffion, left it Should unman. 
him 
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him in the midft of war, though “his fouk 
“ poured forth in fecret, when he beheid her 
‘* fearful eye ;” and. the laft interview between 
them, when overcome by her tendernefs, he lets 
her know he had difcovered her, and confefles 
his pailion ; are all wrought up with the moft 
exquilite fenfibility and delicacy. 

Befides. the characters which appeared in Fin- 
gal, feveral new ones are here introduced; and 
though, as they are all the characters of warriors, 
bravery is the predominant feature, they are 
neverthelefs diverfified in a fenfible and ftriking 
manner. Foldath, for inftance, the general of 
Cathmor, exhibits ‘the perfect picture of a favage 
chieftain: Bold, and daring, but prefumptuous, 
cruel, and overbearing. He is diftinguifhed, on 
his firft appearance, as the friend of the tyrant 
Cairbar; “ His ftride is haughty; his red eye 
rolls in wrath.” In his perfon and whole de- 
portment, he is contrafted with the mild and 
wife Hidalla, another leader of the fame army, 
on whofe humanity and gentlenefs he looks with 
great contempt. He profeffedly delights in ftrife 
and blood. He infults over the fallen. He is 
imperious in his counfels, and factious when they 
are not followed. He is unrelenting in all his 


fchemes of revenge, even tothe length of deny-. 


ing the funeral fong to the dead; which, from. 
_ the injury thereby done to their shots, was, im 
*thofe days, confidered as the greateft barbarity.. 


Fierce to the laft, he comforts himfelf in his dy-. 


ing moments, with thinking that his ghoft fhall 
often leave its blaft to rejoice over the graves of 
thofe he had flam. Yet Offian, ever prone to 
the pathetic, has contrived to throw into his 
account of the death, even of this man, fome 

tender 
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tender circumftances ; by the moving defcription 
of his daughter Dardulena, the laft of his race. 

‘The character of Foldath tends much to exalt 
that of Cathmor, the chief commander, which 
is diftinguifhed by the moft humane virtues. He 
abhors all fraud and cruelty, is famous for his 
hofpitality to ftrangers ; open to every generous. 
fentiment, and to every foft and compaffionate 
feeling. He is fo amiable as to divide the read- 
er’s attachment between him and the hero of the 
poem; though our author has artfully managed 
it fo, as to make Cathmor himfelf indirectly ace 
knowledge Fingal’s fuperiority, and to appear 
fomewhat apprehenfive of the event, after the 
death of Fillan, which he knew would call forth 
Fingal in all his might. It is very remarkable, 
that although Offian has introduced into his 
poems three complete heroes, Cuthullin, Cath- 
mor, and Fingal, he has, however, fenfibly dif- 
tinguifhed each of their characters. Cuthullin 
is particularly honourable ;, Cathmor particularly 
amiable; Fingal wife and great, retaining an af. 
cendant peculiar to himfelf in whatever light he 
is viewed. 

But the favourite figure in Temora, and the 
one moft highly finifhed, is Fillan. His cha- 
racter is of that fort, for which Offian fhews a 
particular fondnefs; an eager, fervent young 
warrior, fired with all the impatient enthufiafm 
for military glory, peculiar to that time of life. 
He had iketched this in the defcription of his 
own fon Ofcar; but as he has extended it more 
fully in Fillan, and as the:chara¢ter is fo confo- 
nant to the epic ftrain, though, fo far as I re- 
member, not placed in fuch a confpicuous light 
by any other epic poet, it may be worth while 

to 
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to-attend a little to Offian’s management of it: ime 
this inftance. 

¥illan was the youngeft of all-the fons of Fin- 
gal; younger, it is plain, than his nephew Ofcar, : 
by whofe fame and great deeds in war, we may 
naturally fuppofe his ambition to have been high — 
ly ftimulated.. Wéithal, as he is younger, he is 
defcribed as.more rafh.and fiery... His-firft.ap-- 
pearance is foon after Ofcar’s death, when he 
was employed to watch-the motions of the foe 
by night. In a converfation with his brother | 
Offian, on that occafion, we learn that it was 
not long fince he began to lift the fpear. “ Few 
« are the marks of my fword. in battle; but— 
«my foul is fire.” He is: with fome difficulty: 
refirained by Offian from going: to attack the- 
enemy; and complains- to him,. that his; 
father had never allowed him any opportuni-- 
ty of fignalizing his valour. “ The king. 
«¢ hath not remarked my fword; I go forth with; 
« the crowd; I return without my fame.” Soon - 
after, when Fingal according to cuftom was ta» 
appoint one of his chiefs to command.:the army, . 
and each was f{tanding forth, and putting-in his 
claim to this honour, Fillan is-prefented in the» 
following moft picturefque and_ natural attitude. 
« On his fpear ftood the fon of Clatho, in the 
« wandering of-his locks. ‘Thrice he: raifed his 
<< eyesto Fingal: his voice thrice failed him as 
« he fpoke. FFillan could nat boaft of battles, . 
«© at once he ftrode away.. Bent over a diftant — 
«cs {tream he ftood; the. tear: hung in his -eye, — 
ec He ftruck, at times, the thiftle’s head, with 
«« his inyerted fpear.” No lefs natural and beau- — 
tiful is the defcription of Fingal’s paternal emo- — 
tion on this-occafion. ‘ Nor is he unfeen-of 
és Fingal. Side-long he beheld his fon. He 
‘fy 6 beheld: 
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«¢ beheld him with burfting. joy. He hid the 
« big tear with his locks, and turned amidft his 
«* crowded foul.” "Fhe command, for that day, 
being given to Gaul, Fillan rufhes amidft the 
thickeft of the foe, faves Gaul’s life, who is 
wounded by a random arrow, and diftinguifhes 
himfelf fo in battle, that “* the days of old re- 
* turn on Fingal’s mind, as he beholds the re- 
« nownofhisfon. As the fun rejoices from the 
s¢ cloud, over the tree his beams have raifed, 
‘ whilft it fhakes its lonely head on the heath, 
« fo joyful is the king over Fillan.” Sedate 
however and wife, he mixes the praife which he 
beftows on him with fome reprehenfion of his 
rafhnefs, «My fon, I faw thy deeds, and my foul 
«© was glad. ‘Thou art brave, fon of Clatho, 
«¢ but headlong in the ftrife. So did not Fingal 
‘© advance, though he never feareda foe. Let 
« thy people be a ridge behind thee; they are 
“ thy ftrength in the field. Then {halt thou 
‘¢ be long renowned, and behold the tombs of 
«* thy fathers.” 

On the next day, the greateft and the laft of 
Fillan’s life, the charge is committed to him of 
leading on the hoft to battle. Fingal’s fpeech to 
his troops on this occafion is full of noble fenti- 
ment; and where he recommends his fon to — 
their care, extremely touching. “ A young 
«© beam is before you ;- few are his fteps to war. 
« They arefew, but he is valiant; defend my 
«© dark-haired fon. Bring him back with joy; 
‘ hereafter he may ftand alone. His form is 
‘ like his fathers; his foul is a flame of their 
‘«¢ fire.” When the battle begins, the poet puts 
forth his ftrength to defcribe the exploits of the 
young hero; who, at laft encountering and kill- 
ing with his own hand Foldath the oppofite ge- 

neral, 
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neral, attains the pimnacle of glory.. In what 


follows, when the fate of Fillan is drawing near,. 
Offian, if any where, excels himfelf.. Foldath 
being flain, and a general rout begun, there 


was no refource left to the enemy but in the- 


great Cathmor himfelf, who: in this extremity 
defcends from the hill, where,. according.to the 
cuftom of thofe princes, he furveyed the- battle. 
Obferve how this critical‘event is.wrought up by 
the poet. ‘* Wide fpreading over:echoing Lu- 
“bar, the flight of Bolga is rolled along. Fil- 
s¢ Jan hung forward on:theix fteps;. and_ftrewed 
«the heath with dead.. Fingat. rejoiced over 
é« his fon.. Blue-fhielded Cathmor rofe. 


© Son of Aipm, bring the harp! Give Fillan’s — 


*« praife to the wind; raife high his praife in my 
s¢ hall, while yet he fhines ins war. Leave, 
« blue-eyed Clatho! leave thy~ hall. behold 


« that early beam of thine! The hoft iswither- _ 


6. ed in its courfe. No farther~ look 


it is 
« dark—light-trembling from the harp, ftrike,_ 
«¢ virgins! {trike the found.”’ The fudden ine. 
terruption, and -fufpenfe of the~ narration on. 


Cathmor’s rifing from his hill, the abrupt burft-- _ 
ing into the praife of Fillan, and the paffionate: — 


apoftrophe to his mother Clatho, are admirable 
efforts of poetical art, in order to intereft us in 
Fillan’s danger ; and the whole is heightened by 
the immediately following fimile, one of the 


moft magnificent and fublime that is to be met. 
with in any poet, and which if it had been found 
in Homer, would have been the frequent fube-. 


ject of admiration to critics; « Fillan is. like a 


«< fpirit of heaven, that defcends from the fkirt — 
‘© of his blaft. The troubled ocean feels his — 


«s fteps, as he ftrides from wave to.wave.. His — 


“ path. 
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¢¢ path kindles behind him; iffands fhake their 
«© heads on the heaving feas.” 

But the poet’s art is not yet exhaufted, The 
fall of this noble young warrior, or, in Offian’s 
ftyle, the extinction of this beam of heaven, 
could not be rendered too interefting and affect- 
ing. Our attention is naturally drawn towards 
Fingal. He beholds from his hill the rifing of 
Cathmor, and the danger of his fon. But what 
fhall hedo? « Shall Fingal rife to his aid, and 
‘© take the fword of Luno? What then fhould 
® become: of thy fame, fon of white-bofomed 
« Clatho? Turn not thine eyes from Fingal, 
‘ daughter of Iniftore ! I fhall-not quench thy 
«© early beam.—No cloud of mine fhall rife, my 
* « fon, upon thy foul of fire.” Struggling be- 
tween concern for the fame, and fear for the 
fafety of his fon, he withdraws from the fight 
of the engagement; and difpatches Offian in 
hafte to the field, with this affectionate and de- 
licate injunction: “ Father of Ofcar!” addref= 
fing him by a title which on this occafion has 
the higheft propriety, “ Father of Ofcar! lift 
« the {pear ; defend the young in arms. But con- 
“© ceal thy fteps from Fillan’s eyes: He muft not 
“© know that 1 doubt his fteel.” Offian arrived 
too late. But unwilling to defcribe Fillan van- 
quifhed, the poet fupprefies all the circumftances 
of the combat with Cathmor; and only fhews usthe 
dying hero. We fee him animated to the end 
with the fame martial and ardent {pirit ; breathing 
his laft in bitter regret for being fo early cut off 
from the field of glory. ‘ Offian, © lay me in 
«* that hollow rock. Raife no ftone above me, 
“¢ left one fhould afk about my fame. Iam fallen 
‘in the firft of my fields; fallen without re- 

s¢ nown. 
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‘‘ nown. Let thy voice alone, fend jeytomy 
“< flying foul. Why fhould the bard know 
“‘ where dwells the early-fullen Fillan.” He 
who after tracing the circumftances of this ftory; 
fhall deny that our bard. is pofleffed- of high fen- 
timent and high art, muft be ftrangely preju- 
diced indeed. Let him read’the ftory. of Pallas 
in. Virgil, which is of a fimilar kind; and after 
allthe praife he may juftly. beftow on the ele- 
gant and finifhed defcription of that amiable au-- 
thor, let him fay which of the two poets unjolds- 
- moft of the human foul. I waive infifting on- 
any more ofthe particulars in Temora; as my’ 
aim is rather to lead the reader into the genius: 
and fpirit of Offian’s poetry, than.to dwell on ali, 
his beauties. 

The judgment and art difcovered “in condud- 
ing works of fuch length as Fingal and Temoray,, 
diftinguifh them from. the other. peems -in this 
eollection.. The fmaller pieces, however,: con-- 
tain particular beauties. no. lefs eminent. ‘They 
are hiftorical poems, generally of the elegiac 
kind ; and plainly difcover themfelves to be the 
work of the fame author. One confiftent face 
of manners is every where prefented to us; one 
. fpirit of poetry reigns; the mafterly hand of O% — 
fian. appear’s: throughout; the fame rapid and 
animated ftyle; the fame ftrong colouring of 
imagination, and the fame glowing fenfibility of 
heart. Befides the unity which belongs to the 
compofitions: of one man, there is moreover a 
certain unity of fubject, which very happily con- 
nects all thefe poems: They form the poetical 
hiftory of the age of Fingal. The fame race of 
heroes: whom he had met with in the. greater 
poems, Cuthullin, Ofcar, Connal, and Gaul, 
return again upon the ftage ; and Fingal himfelf 

is 
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is always the principal figure, prefented on every 
occafion, with equal magnificence, nay rifing 
upon us to the laft. Tle circumftances of Of- 
fian’s old age and blindnefs, his furviving all his 
friends, and his relating their great exploits to 
Malvina, the fpoufe or miftrefs of his beloved 
fon Ofcar, furnifh the fineft poetical, fituations 
that fancy could devife for that tender: pathetic 
which reigns in Offian’s poetry. 

On each of thefe poems, there might be room 
for feparate obfervations, with regard to the 
conduct and difpofition of the incidents, as well 
as to the beauty of the defcriptions and fenti- 
ments. Carthon isa regular and highly finifhed 
piece. . The main ftory is very properly intro- 
duced by Cleflammor’s relation of the adventure 
of his youth; and this introduétion is finely 
heightened by Fingal’s fong of mourning over 
Moina; in which Offian, ever fond of doing 
honour to his father, has contrived to diftinguifh 
him, for being an eminent poet, as well as war= 
rior. Fingal’s fong upon this occafion, when 
«¢ his thoufand Bards leaned forwards from their 
«¢ feats, to hear the voice of the King,” is infe- 
rior to no paflage in the whole book ; and with 
great judgment put in his mouth, as the feriouf- 
nefs, no lefs than the fublimity of the ftrain, is 
peculiarly fuited to the Hero’s chara¢ter. In 
Darthula, are aflembled almoft all the tender 
images that can touch the heart of man ; Friend- 
fhip, love, the affections of parents, fons, and 
brothers, the diftrefs of the aged, and the un- 
availing bravery of the young. The beautiful 
addrefs to the moon, with which the poem 
opens, and the tranfition from thence to the fub- 
ject, moft happily prepare the mind for that 
train of affecting events that is to follow. The 

{tory 
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ftory is regular, dramatic, interefting to the laff. 
He who can read it without emotion may cone 
gratulate himfelf, if he pleafes, upon being com= 
pletely armed again fympathetic forrow. As. 
Fingal had no occafion of appearing in the ac- 
tion of this poem, Offian makes a very artful 
tranfition from his narration,.to what was pafling. 
in the halls of Selma. The found heard there: 
on the ftrings of his harp, the concern which: 
Fingal fhows. on hearing it, and the invocation: 
of the ghofts of their fathers, to receive the he-- 
roes faliing ina diftant land, are introduced with. 
great beauty of imagination to increafe the fo-- 
Jemnity, and to diverfify the fcenery of the poem. 

Carric-thura is full of the moft fublime digni- 
ty; and has this advantage of being more cheer=- 
ful in the fubject, and more happy in the cataf-- 
trophe than moft of the other poems’: Though: 
tempered’ at the fame time with epifodes in that: 
{train of tender melancholy, which feems to have: 


been the great delight of Offian and the Bards ‘of. 


his age. L.athmon is peculiarly diftinguifhed, by- 
high generofity of fentiment.. This is. carried fo- 
far,. particularly in the refufal of Gaul,. on one 
fide, to take the advantage of a Meepine fee 3. 
and of Lathmon, on the other. to overpower 
by numbers the two. young warriors, .as to recall 
into one’s mind: the manners. of chivalry; fome 
refemblance to which may perhaps be fuggefted 
by other incidents in this colleétion of poems. 
Chivalry, however, took rife in an age and coun- 
try too remote from thofe of Offian, toadmit the 
{ufpicion that the one could have borrowed any 
thing from the other.. So far as chivalry had any” 
real exiftence, the fame military enthufiaim, 
which gave birth to it in the feudal times, might, 
in the days of Offian, that is, in the infancy of a 
: rifing: 
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vifing ftate, through the operation of the fame 
caufe, very naturally produce effects of the fame 
kind on the minds.and manners of men. So far 
-as chivalry was an ideal fyftem exifting only in 
romance, it will not be thought furprifing, when 
we reflect on the account before given of the Cel- 
tic Bards, that this imaginary refinement of he- 
roic manners fhould be found among them, as 
much, at leaft, as among the Zrobadores, or 
firolling Provengal Bards, in the roth or 11th 
century; whofe fongs, it is faid, firft gave rife 
to thofe romantic ideas of heroifm, which for fo 
Jong a time enchanted Europe*. Offlian’s he- 
roes have all the gallantry and generofity of thofe 
fabulous knights, without their extravagance 5 
and his love fcenes have native tendernefs, with- 
out any mixture of thofe forced and unnatural 
conceits which abound in the old romances. 
The adventures related by our poet which refem- 
ble the moft thofe of romance, concern women 
who follow their lovers to war difguifed in the 
armour of men; and thefe are fo managed-as to 
produce, in the difcovery, feveral of the moft 
interefting fituations ; one beautiful inftahce of 
which may be feen in Carric-thura, and another 
in Calthon and Colmal. 

Oithona prefents a fituation of a different na- 
ture. In the abfence of her lover Gaul, fhe had 
been carried off and ravifhed by Dunrommath. 
Gaul difcovers the place where fhe is kept cone ~ 
-cealed, and comes to revenge her. ‘The meete 
ing of the two lovers, the fentiments and the 
behaviour of Oithona on that occafion, are de- 
fcribed with fuch tender and exquifite propriety, 
as does the greateft honour both to the art and 

to, 


* Vid. Huetius de origine fabularum Romanenfiun. 
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to the delicacy of our author: and would have’ 
been admired in any poet of the moft refined 
age. ‘The conduct of Croma muft {trike every 
reader as remarkably judicious and beautiful. 
We are to be prepared for the death of Malvina, 
which is related in the fucceeding poem. She is 
therefore introduced in perfon; “ fhe has 
«s heard a voice in a dream; fhe feels the flut- 
«© tering of her foul ;” and in a moft moving la- 
mentation addreffed to her beloved-Ofcar, fhe 
fings her own Death fong. Nothing could be 
calculated with more art to footh and comfort 
her, than the ftory which Offian relates. In 
the young and brave Fovargormo, another Ofcar 
is introduced; his praifes are fung ; and the hap- 
pinefs is fet before her of thofe who die in their 
youth, “ when their renown is around them ; 
«© before the feeble behold them in the hall, 
«© and {mile at their trembling hands.” 

But no where does Offian’s genius appear to 
greater advantage, than in Berrathon, which is 
reckoned the conclufion of his fongs, ‘ The laft 
«© found of the voice of Cona.” 

Qualis olor noto pofiturus littore vitam, 
Ingemit, et mz{tis mulcens concentibus auras 
Prafago queritur venientia funera cantu. 

The whole train of ideas is admirably fuited to 
the fubjeé&t. Every thing is full of that invifible 
world, into which the aged Bard believes him- 
felf now ready to enter. The airy hall of Fin- 
gal prefents itfelf to his view; “ he fees the 
« cloud that fhall receive his ghoft ; he beholds — 
« the mift that fhall form his robe when he ap- — 
«¢ pears on his hill ;” and all the natural objects _ 
around him feem to carry the prefages of death. — 


« The thiftle fhakes its beard tothe wind. The 


« flower hangs its heavy head; it feems to fay, 
. a See 


THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 287 


«¢ Tam covered with the drops of heaven ; the 
«¢ time of my departure is near, and the blaft 
« that fhall fcatter my leaves.” Malvina’s death 
is hinted to him in the moft delicate manner by 
the fon of Alpin. His lamentation over her, her 
apotheofis, or afcent to the habitation of heroes, 
and the introduétion to the ftory which follows 
from the mention which Offian fuppofes the fa- 
ther of Malvina to make of him in the hall of 
Fingal, are all in the higheft fpirit of poetry. 
«¢ And doft thou .remember Offian, O Tofcar 
«¢ fon of Comloch? The battles of our youth 
«© were many ; our {words went together to the 
«¢ field.” Nothing could be more proper than 
to end his fongs with recording an exploit of the 
father of that Malvina, ef whom his heart was 
now fo full; and who, from firft to laft, had 
been fuch a favourite object throughout all his 


' .poemas. 


The fcene of moft of Offian’s poems is laid in 
Scotland, or in;the coaft of Ireland oppofite to the 
territories of Fingal. When the fcene is in Ire- - 
‘land, we perceive no change of manners from 
thofe of Offian’s native country. For as Ireland 
was undoubtedly -peepled with Celtic tribes, the 
language, cuftoms, and religion of both nations 
were the fame. ‘hey had been feparated from 
one another by migration, only a few generati- 
ons, as it fhould feem, before our poet’s age; and 
they {till maintained a clofe and’ frequent inter- 
‘courfe. But when the poet relates the-expediti- _ 
ons of any of his heroes to the Scandinavian coaft, 
or to the iflands of Orkney, which were then part 
of the Scandinavian territory, as he does in Carric- 
thura, Sulmalla of Lumon, and Cathloda, the 
€afe is quite altered. Thofe countries were in- 
Aabited by nations of the Teutonic defcent, who 

in 
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in their manners and religious rites differed wides 
ly from the Celtze ; and it is curious and remark- 
able, to find this difference clearly pointed out in 
the poems of Offan. His defcriptions bear the 
native marks of one who was prefent in the ex- 
peditions which he relates, and who defcribes 
what he had feen with his own eyes. No foon- 
er are we carried to Lochlin, or the iflands of 
Iniftore, than we perceive that we are in a fo- 
reign region. New objects begin to appear. We 
meet every where with the ftones and circles of 
Loda, that is, Odin, the great Scandinavian deity. 
We meet with the divinations and inchantments, 
for which it is well known thofe northern nati- 
ons were early famous. There, mixed withthe 
«© murmur of waters, rofe the voice ofaged men, q 
“*« who called the forms of night to aid them in 
« their war ;” whilft the Caledonian chiefs who 
affifted them, are defcribed as ftanding at a dif- 
tance, heedlefs of their rites. ‘That ferocity of — 
manners which ‘diftinguifhed thofe nations, alfo — 
becomes confpicuous. In the-combats of their © 
chiefs there is a peculiar favagenefs ; even their 
women are bloody and fierce. The fpirit, and 
the very ideas of Regner Lodbrog, that northern © 
{calder whom I formerly quoted, occur'to us again. — 
« The hawks,” Offian makes one of the Scane 
dinavian chiefs fay, ** rufh from all their winds ; 
« they are wont to trace my courte. We rejoic- 
«¢ ed three days above the dead, and called the - 
s< hawks of heaven. ‘They came from all their 
«« winds, to feaft on the foes of Annir.” : 
Difmiffing now the feparate confideration of 
any of our author’s works, I proceed to make 
fome obfervations on his manner of writing, un 
der the general heads of Defcription, Imagery, 
and Sentiment. 


A poet 
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A poet of original genius is always diftinguifh- 
ed’ by his talent for defcription *. A fecond rate 
writer difcerns nothing new or peealint’ in the ob- 
ject he means to defcribe. His conceptions of it 
are vague and loofe; his expreffions feeble ; and 
‘of courfe the object is prefented to us indiftinétly 
and as through a cloud. But a true poet makes 
us imagine that we fee it before our eyes: he 
catches the diftinguifhing features ; he gives it 
the colours of life and reality; he places it in 
fuch a light that a painter could copy after him. 
This happy talent is chiefly owing to a lively ima- 
gination, which firft receives a {trong impreflion 
of the object ; and then, by a proper felection of” 
capital picturefque circumftances employed in de- 
{cribing it, tranfmits that impreflion in its full 
force to the imaginations of others... That Offian 
poffeffes this defcriptive power in a high degree, 
we have a clear proof from the effect “which his 
defcriptions produce upon the imaginations of 
thofe who read him with any degree of attention 
and tafte. Few poets are more interefting. We 
contract an intimate acquaintance with his prin- 
cipal heroes. ‘The characters, the manners, the 
face of the country become familiar: we even 
think we could draw the figure of his ghofts: In 
a word, whilit reading him we are tran{ported as 
into anew region, and dwell among his objects 
as if they were all real. 

It were eafy to point out feveral inftances of 
-€xquifite painting in the works of our author. 
Such, for inftance, as the fcenery with which 
Temora opens, and the attitude in which Cairbar 
Vou. IL. O is 


* See the rules of poetical defcription excellently illuftrated 


by lord Kaims, in his Elements of Criticifm, vol. iii, shap. ai. 
Of narration and defcriptien, 
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is there prefented to us; the. defcription of the 
young prince Cormac, in the fame book; andthe © 
auins of Balclutha in Cartho. « I have feenthe 

‘© walls of Balclutha, but they were defolate. — 
«¢ ‘The fire had refounded inthe halls; and the 

“6 voice of the people is heard no more. The 

* ftream of Chitha was removed from its place 

« by the fall of the walls. ‘The thiftle fhook 

“« there its lonely head: The mofs whiftled to 

« the wind. The fox looked out from the win- 

¢ dows ; the rank grafs of the wall waved round 

« his head. Defolate is the dwelling of Moina; 

“© filence is in the houfe of her fathers.” No- 
thing alfo can be more natural and lively than 
the manner in which Carthon afterwards defcribes 
how the conflagration of his city affected him 

~ when a child: * Have I not feen.the fallen Bal- 

« clutha ? And fhall 1 feaft with Comhal’s fon ? 

“* Comhal:! who threw his fire in the midft of ~— 
«¢ my father’s hall4 I was young, andknew not | 
« the caufe why the virgins wept. The columns 
*¢ of fmoke pleafed mine eye, when they rofe 
«© above my walls: I often looked back with 
«© oladnefs, whenmy friends fled above the hill. 
«* But when the years of my youth came.on, E 
“© beheld the mofs of my fallen walls. My figh 
“¢ arofe with the morning; and my tears de- 
«© fcended with night. Shall I not fight, I faid 
*¢ to my foul, againft the children of my foes ? 
« And I willfight, O Bard! I feel the ftrength 
«© of my foul.” Inthe fame poem, the affem- 
bling of the chiefs round Fingal, who had been 
warned of fome impending danger by the appear-, 
ance of a prodigy, is defcribed with fo many pic- 


turefque circumftances, that one imagines himfelf — 
refent in the affembly. ‘* The king alone be- ~ 
#* held the terrible fight, and he forefaw the 

7 AG « death 


ae 
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& death of his people. Hecame in filence to his 
«© hall, and took his father’s fpear ; the mail rat- 


“¢ tled on his breaft. ‘The heroes rofe around. 
s¢ They looked in filence on each other, mark- 
‘© ing the eyes of Fingal. ‘They faw the battle 
*¢ in his face. A thoufand fhields are placed at 
¢ once on their arms; and they drew a thoufand 
«© fwords..’The hall of Selma brightened around. - 
ss The clang of arms afcends. ‘The grey dogs 
** howl in their place. No word is among the 
«< mighty chiefs. Each marked the eyes of the 
“ king; and half affumed his {fpear.” _ 

It has been objeéted to Offian, that his de- 
{criptions of military actions are imperfect, and 
much lefs, diverfified by circumiftances than thofe 
of Homer. This is infomemeafuretrue. The 
amazing fertility of Homer’s invention is no where 
fo much difplayed as in the incidents of his bat- 
tles, and in the little hiftory pieces he gives of the 
perfons flain. ’ Nor indeed, with regard to the 
talent of defcription, can too much be faid in 
praife of Homer. Every thing is alive in his 
writings. The colours with which he paints are 
thofe of nature. But Offian’s genius was of a 
different kind from Homer’s. It led him to hur- 
ry towards grand objects, rather than to amufe 
himfelf with particulars of lefs importance. He 
could dwell on the death of a favourite hero; but 
that of a private man feldom ftopped his rapid 
courfe. _Homer’s genius was more comprehen- 
five than Offian’s. It included a wider circle of 
objects 3 and could work up any incident into 
deicription. Offian’s was more limited; but the 
region within which it chiefly exerted itfelf was. 
the higheft of all, the region of the pathetic and 
fublime. ; 


'@) 2 -We 
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We muft not imagine, however, that Offian’s 
_battles confifts only of general indiftin& defcrip- 
tion. Such beautiful incidents are fofhetimes in-= 
troduced, and the circumftances of the perfons 


flain fo much diverfified, as fhow-that he could . 


have embellifhed his military {cenes with an abun- 
dant variety of particulars, if his genius had led 
him todwellupon them. -*¢ One man is ftretch- 
*¢ ed in the duft of his native land; he fell, 
«* where often he had fpread the feaft, and often 
«¢ raifed the voice of the harp.” The maid of 
Iniftore is introduced, in a moving apoftrophe, 


as weeping for another; and a third, ‘as rolled — 


« in the duit he lifted his faint eyes to the king,” 
is remembered and mourned by Fingal as the 
friend of Agandecca. ‘The blood pouring from 
the wound of one who is flain by night, is heard 
« hiffing en the half-extinguithed oak,” which 
had been kindled for giving light: Another climb- 
ing a tree to efcape from his foe, is pierced by his 
fpear from behind ; “ fhrieking, panting he fell 5 
«© whilft mofs and withered branches purfue hig 
<¢ fall, and ftrew the blue arms of Gaul.” Never 
was a finer picture drawn of the ardour of two 
youthful warriors than the following: .*¢ I faw 
« Gaul in his armour, and my. foul was mixed 


« with his: For the fire ofthe battle was in his _ 


« eyes; he looked tothe foe with joy. We 
“ fooke the words.of friendfhip in fecret ; and 
« the lightning of our {words poured together. 
«© We drew them behind the wood, and tried the 
« ftrength of our arms.on the empty air.” 


Offian is always concife in his defcriptions, 


which adds much to their beauty and force. 
For it is a great miftake to imagine, that a 
crowd of particulars, or a very full and extended 


ftyle, is of advantage to defcription. On the — 


contrary, 
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contrary, fuch a diifufe manner for the moft 
part weakens it. Any one redundant circum- 
ftance is anuifance. It encumbers and loads the 
fancy, and renders the main image indiftin¢t. 
* Obitat,” as Quintilian fays: with regard. to 
ftyle,. © quiequid non adjuvat.”” To be concife 
in defcription, is one thing; and to be general 
is another. No deicription that refts in generals 
can poffibly be good; it can convey no lively 
idea; for it is of particulars only that we have 
diftingét conception. But at the fame time, no 
firong imagination dwells long upon any one 
particular; or heaps together'a mafs of trivial’ 
ones. By the happy choice of fome one, or of 
a few that are the moft ftriking, it prefents the: 
image more complete, fhows us more at one 
glance, than a feeble imagination is able to do,- 
by turning its object round and round into a va- 
riety of lights. ‘Tacitus is of all profe writers: 
the moft concife.- He has every a degree of ab- 
ruptnefs refembling our author: Yet no writer 
is more eminent for lively defcription. When: 
Fingal, after having conquered the haughty 
Swaran, propofes to difmifs him with honour: 
sé Raife to-morrow thy white fails to the wind, 
«¢ thou brother of Agandecca |!” He conveys, by- 
thus addreffing his enemy, a ftronger impreflion: 
of the emotions then paffing within his mind,:. 
than if-whole paragraphs’ had been {pent in de- 
{cribing the conflict between refentment againft 
Swaran and the tender remembrance of his: an- 
cient love. No amplification-is needed: to give . 
us the moit full idea of a hardy veteran, after 
the few following words: ‘ His fhield is marked 
«« with the ftrokes of battle; his red eye de- 
<¢ {pifes danger.” When Ofcar, left alone, was 
farrounded by foes, ‘ he ftood,” it is faid, 
03 growing | 
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“« srowing in his place, like the flood of the 


‘* narrow.vale ;” a happy reprefentation of one, 
who, by daring intrepidity in the midft of dan- 
ger, feems to see in his appearance, and 
becomes more formidable every moment, like 
the fudden rifing of the torrent hemmed in by 
the valley. Anda whole crowd of ideas, con- 
cerning the circumftances of domeftic forrow 
occafioned by a young warrior’s firft going forth 
to battle, is- poured upon the mind by thefe 
words: **-Calmar leaned on his father’s fpear 5 
«¢ that fpear which he brought from Lara’s hall, 
«© when the foul of his mother was fad.” ai 
_. "Fhe concifenefs of Offian’s defcriptions is the 
more proper on account of his fubjects. Defcrip- 
tions of gay and {miling {cenes may, without 
any difadvantage, be amplified and prolonged. 
Force is not the predominant quality expected in 
thefe. ‘The defcription may be weakened by be- 
ing diffufe, yet, notwithftanding, may be beau- 
tiful ftill. Whereas, with refpe&t to grand, fo- 
lemn and pathetic fubjeéts, which are Offian’s 
chief field, the cafe is very different. In thefe, 
energy is above all things required. ‘The ima- 
gination mutt be feized, at once, or not at all 5 
and is far more deeply imprefled by one ftrong 
and ardent image, than by the anxious minute- 
nefs of laboured illuftration. 

But Offian’s genius, though chiefly turned to- 
wards the fublime and pathetic, was not confined 
to it: In fubjeéts alfo of grace and delicacy, he 
difcovers the hand of a mafter. ‘Take for an ex- 
ample the following elegant defcription of Agan= 
decca, wherein the tendernefs of ‘Tibullus feems 
united with the majefty of Virgil. « The 
<«¢ daughter of the fnow overheard, and left the 
hall of her fecret figh. She came in all her 
Tae > & beauty; — 
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st beauty; like the moon from the cloud of the’ 
«¢ Eaft. Lovelinefs was around her as light. 
#¢ Her fteps-were like the mufic of fongs. She 
s* faw the youth and loved him. He was the 
¢ ftolen figh of her foul. Her blue eyes rolled 
«on hintin fecret':: And fhe bleft the chief of 
« Morven.” Several other inftances might be 
produced of the feelings of love and friendthip 
painted by our author witha moft natural and 
happy delicacy. 

The fimplicity of Offian’s manner adds great 
eauty to his defcriptions, and indeed to his 
whole poetry. We meet with no ‘affected orna- 
ments ; no forced refinement ;’ no marks either 
in ftyle or thought of a fiudied endeavour to fhine 
and fparkle.. Offian appears every where to be 
prompted by‘his feelings ; and to {peak from the 
abundance of his heart. I’ remember no more 
than one inftance of what can be called quaint 
thought in this whole collection of his works. 
It is in the firft book of Fingal, where from the 
tombs of two lovers two lonely yews are men- 
tioned to have fprung, “whofe branches wifhed 
* to meet on high.” ‘This ‘fympathy of the 
trees with the lovers, may be reckoned to border 
on an Italian conceit ; and it is fomewhat curious 
to find this fingle mftance of that fort of wit in 
eur Celtic poetry. 

The: “ joy: of grief,” is one of Offian’s remark- 
able expreffions, feveral times repeated. If any 
one fhall think that it needs to be juftified by a 
precedent, he may find it twice ufed by Homer; 
in the Iliad, when Achilles is vifited by the 
gpoft of Patroclus; and in the Odyfley, when 
Ulyfles-meets his mother in the fhades. On both 
thefe occafions, the heroes, melted with tender- 
nefs, lament their not having it in their power to 

° OY ; throw 


396 DISSERTATION ON 


throw their arms round the ghoft, ‘ that we 
“ might,” fay they, “in a mutual embrace, 
‘* enjoy the delight of grief.” 
Kpvegoto revaprwusoba ydoto 
But in truth the expreffion ftands in saeel of 
no defence from authority; for it is a natural 
and juft expreffion; and conveys a clear idea of 


*, 


that gratification, which a virtuous heart often . 


feels in the indulgence of a tender melancholy. 
Offian makes a very proper diftin¢étion between 
this gratification, and the deftructive effect of 
overpowering grief. ‘* There is a joy in grief, 
‘© when peace dwells in the breafts of the fad. 
«¢ But forrow waftes the mournful, O daughter 
sof Tofcar, and their days are few.” ‘To 
_ give the joy of grief,” generally fignifies to 

raife the ftrain of foft and grave mufic; and 
finely characterifes the tafte of Offian’s age and 
country. In thofe days, when the fongs of bards 
were the great delight of heroes, the tragic mufe 


was held sin chief honour; gallant actions, and ~ 


virtuous fufferings, were the chofen theme ; pre- 
ferably to that light and trifling ftrain of poetry 
and mufic, which promotes light and trifling 
manners, and ferves to emafculate the mind. 
« Strike the harp in my hall,” faid the great 
Fingal, in the midft of youth and victory, 
«« Strike the harp in my hall, and let Fingal hear 


x 


- 


‘ like the fhower of fpring, when it foftens the 


“ row. we lift the fail.” 


4 
Perfonal epithets have nea much ufed be all — 
the poets of the moft ancient ages: and when — 


well chofen, not general and unmeaning, they 
contribute — 
* Odyff. rx. azz. Iliad. 23, 93. 


‘ the fong. Pleafant is the joy of gricf! It is © 


«“ branch of the oak; and the young leaf lifts ‘ 
« its green head. Sing on, O bards! To-mor= — 


¥ 
t 
oe 


THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 299 


- contribute not a little to render the ftyle defcrip- 
tive and animated. LBefides epithets founded on 
bodily diftinétions, 2-kin to many of Homer’s, 
we find in Offian feveral which are remarkably 
beautiful and poetical. Such as, Ofcar of the 
future fights, Fingal of the mildeft look, Carril 
of other times, the mildly-blufhing Evirallin ; 
Bragela, the lonely fun-beam of Dunfcaich 5 a 
Culdee, :the fon of the fecret cell. 

But of all the ornaments employed in defcrip- 
tive poetry, comparifons or fimiles are the moft’ 
fplendid. ‘Thefe chiefly form what is called the 
imagery of a poem: And as they abound fo 
much in the works of Offian, and are commonly 
among the favourite paflages of all poets, it may 
be expected that I fhould be fomewhat particular 
in my remarks upon-them.. 

A poetical fimile always fuppofes two objects 
brought together, between which there is fome 
near relation or connection in the fancy. What 
that relation ought to be, cannot be precifely 
defined... For various, almoft: numberlefs, are 
the analogies formed among objects, by a fpright- 
ly imaginations ‘The relation of actual fimilitude 
or likenefs of appearance, is far from being the 
only foundation of poetical comparifon. Some- 
times a refemblance in the effect produced by 
two objects, is made the connecting principle: 
fometimes are femblance in one diftinguifhing 
property or circumftance. Very often two objects 
are brought together in a fimile, though they re- 
femble one another, ftriftly fpeaking, in no- 
thing, only becaufe they raife in the mind a 
train of fimilar, and what may be called, con- 
cordant ideas; fo that the remembrance of the 
_ one, when recalled, ferves to quicken and_ 
heighten the imprefiion made by the other. Thus, 
to give an inftance from our poet, the pleafure 


with 
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with which an old man looks-back on the ex-. 
ploits of his youth, has certainly no direct re- 
femblance to the beauty of a fine evening ; far- 
ther than that both agree in producing a certain 
calm, placid joy. Yet Offian has founded upon 
this, one of the moft beautiful comparifons that 
is to be met within any poet. Wilt thou not 
‘ liften, fon of the rock, to the fong of Offian ? 
«¢ My foul is full of oa bien tinuics 5 the joy of my 
« youth returns. ‘Thus the fun appears in the weit 
“< after the fteps of his brightnefs have moved 
«© behind a ftorm. The green hills lift their 
«© dewy heads. The blue ftreams rejoice in the 
«« vale. The aged hero comes forth on his 
“ ftaff; and his grey hair glitters in the beam.” 
Never was there a finer group of objects. It 
raifes a ftrong conception of the old man’s joy 
and elation of heart, by. difplaying a fcene, which 
produces in every {pectator, a correfponding train ~ 
of pleafing emotions ; the declining fun looking 
forth in his brightnefs after a ftorm; the cheer- 
ful face of all nature ; ; and the ftill life finely ani-- 
mated by the circumftance of the aged hero, 
with his {taf and his grey locks ; a circumftance 
both extremely picturefque in itfelf, and pecu- 
liarly fuited to the main object of the compari- 
fon. Such analogies and affociations of ideas as 
thee, are highly pleafing to the fancy. They 
give opportunity for introducing many a fine 
poetical picture. They diverfify the fcene; they 

aggrandize the fubject; they keep the imagina-- 
tion awake and {prightly. For as the judgment 
is principally exercifed in diftinguifhing objects, 
and remarking the differences among thofe which 
feem like; fo the higheft amufement of the ima- 
gination is to trace likenefles and agrsements 
among thofe which feem different. 


‘The 3 
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The principal rules which refpect poetical com- 
parifons are, that they be introduced on proper 
occafions, when the mind is difpofed-to relifh. 
them ; and not in the midit of fome fevere and 
agitating paflion, which cannot admit this play of 
fancy; that they be founded’ on a refemblance 
neither too near and obvious, fo.as to give little 
amufement to the imagination in tracing it, nor 
too faint and remote, fo as to be apprehended 
with difficulty-; that they ferve either to illuf- 
trate the principal object, and to render the con-- 
ception of it more clear and diftinét; or at leait, 
to heighten and embellith it, by a fuitable affoci- 
ation of images *.. | 

Every country has a fcenery peculiar to itfelf; 
and the imagery of a good poet will exhibit it. 
For as he copies after nature, his allufions will 
of courfe be. taken from thofe objets which he 
fees around him, and which (have often ftruck 
his fancy.. For this reafon, in order to judge of 
the property of poetical imagery, we ought to be,. 
in fome meafure, acquainted with the natural hift 
tory of the country where the fcene of the poem 
islaid. ‘The introduction of foreign images be- 
trays a poet, copying not from nature, but from 
other writers. Hence fo many lions, and tygers, 
and eagles; and: ferpents, which we meet with in 
the fimiles of modern poets; as if thefe animals 
had acquired fome right to a place in poetical 
comparifons for ever, becaufe employed by anci- 
ent authors. ‘They employedthem with propri- 
ety, as objects generally known in their country ;. 
but they are abfurdly ufed for illuftration by us, _ 
who know them only at fecond-hand, or by de- 
{cription. To moft readers of modern poetry, 

it 


2 See Elements of Criticifin, ch, 19. vol. 2, 
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It were more to the purpofe to defcribe lions or 


tygers by fimiles taken from men, than to com- . 


pare men to lions. Offian is very correct in this 
particular. His imagery is, without exception, 
copied from that face of, nature, which he faw 
before his eyes; and by confequence may be ex- 
pected to be lively. We meet with no Grecian 
or Italian{cenery ; but with the mifts, and clouds 
and ftorms of a northern mountainous region. 
No poet abounds more in fimiles than Offian. 
‘There are in this collection as many, at leaft, as 
in the whole Iliad and Odyfley of Homer. I am 


indeed inclined to think, that the works of both. 


poets are too much crowded with them. Similes 
are {fparkling ornaments ; and like all things that 
{parkle, are apt to dazzle and tire us by their luf- 
tre. But if Offian’s fimiles be too frequent, they 


have this advantage of being commonly fhorter- 


than Homer’s; they interrupt his narration lefs; 
he juft glances afide to fome refembling object, 
' and inftantly returns to his former track. Ho- 
mer’s fimiles include a wider range of objects. 
But in return, Offian’s are, without exception, 
taken from objects of dignity, which cannot be 


faid for all thofe which Homer employs. The 


Sun, the Moon, and the Stars, Clouds, and Me- 
teors, Lightning and Thunder, Seas and Whales, 
Rivers, ‘Torrents, Winds, Ice, Rain, Snow, 
Dews, Miit, Fire, and Smoke, Trees and Fo- 
refts, Heath and Grafs and Flowers, Rocks and 
Mountains, Mufic and Songs, Light and Dark- 
nefs, Spirits and Ghofts ;- thee se the circle, 
within which Offian’s comparifons generally run. 
Some, not many, are taken from Birds and 


Beafts; as Eagles, Sea Fowl, the Horfe, the — 
Deer, and the mountain Bee; and a very few © 


from fuch operations of art as were then known, 
Homer 
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Homer has diverfified his imagery by many more 
allufions to the animal world; to Lions, Bulls, 
Goats, Herds of Cattle, Serpents, Infecis; and. 
to the various occupations of rural and paftoral 
life. Offian’s defeét in this article, is plainly ow- 
ing to the defert, uncultivated ftate of his coun- 
try, which fuggefted to him few images beyond 
natural inanimate objects, in their rudeft form. 
‘The birds and animals of the country were pro= 
-bably not numerous; and his acquaintance with 
them was flender, as they were little fubjected to 
the ufes of man. 
The great objection made to Offian’s imagery, 
. is its uniformity, and the too frequent repetition 
of the fame comparifons, Jn a work’ fo thick 
fown with fimiles, one could not but expect to find 
images of the fame kind fometimes fuggefted to 
the poet by refembling objects; efpecially to a 
poet like Offian, who wrote from the immediate 
impulfe of poetical enthufiafm, and without much 
preparation of fiudy or labour. Fertile as Ho- 
mer’s imagination is acknowledged to be, who 
does not know how often his Lions and Bulls and 
Flocks of Sheep, recur with little or no variation ; 
nay, fometimes in the very fame words? The ob- 
jection made to Offian is, however, founded, in a 
great meafure, upon a miftake. It has been fup- 
pofed by inattentive readers, that wherever the 
Moon, the Cloud, or the Thunder, returns in a 
fimile, itis the fame fimile, and the fame Moon, 
or Cloud, or Thunder, which they had met with 
a few pages before. Whereas very often the 
fimiles are widely different. The object, whence 
they are taken, is indeed in fubftance the fame ; 
but the image is new; for the appearance of the 
object is changed ; it is prefented to the fancy in 
another attitude ; and cloathed with new circum- 
ftances, 
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ftances, to make it fuit the different illeftration 
for which it is employed. In this, lies Offian’s 


great art ; in fo happily varying the form of the — 


few natural appearances with which he was ac- 
quainted, as to make them correfpond to a great: 
many different objects. 

Let us take for one inftance the Moon, which: 
is very frequently introduced into his comparifons 
2s in northern climates, where ‘the nights are 
long, the Moon is a greater object of atte ention,. 
than in the climate of Homer; and let us view 
how much our peet has-diverfified its appearance... 
The fhield of a warrior is: like the darkened. 
« moon when it moves a dun circle through the 
s¢ heavens.” ‘The face of a ghoft, wan and pale,. 
is like « the beam of the fetting moon.” Anda 
different appearance of aghoft, thin and indifting,. 


is like «the new moon feen through the gathers | 


« ed: mift, when the fky pours down. its flaky: 
 fnow, andthe world is filent’and dark ;” or in 
a different form ftill, is like « the watery beam: 
«© of the moon, when it rufhes from between two: 


« clouds, and the midnight-fhower is on the. ~ 
> g 


« field.” A very oppofite ufe is made of the: 


moon in the defcription of Agandecca: « She’ 


«© came in all her beauty, like the moon from the 
‘© cloud of the eaft.” Hope fucceeded by difap- 


pointment, is ‘ joy rifing on-her face, and for=- 


«© row returning again, like a thin cloud on the 
“« moon.” But when Swaran, after his defeat, . 
is cheered by Fingal’s generofity, «* His face 
«« brightened like the full moon of heaven, when 
-« the clouds vanifh away, and. leave her calm 
«< and broad in the midft of the fky.” Venvela 
is bright as the moon when it trembles. o’er the 
« weftern wave;” but the foul of the. guilty 
Uthal is “dark as the troubled face of the 

S* MOON, 


r 
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t moon, when it foretells the ftorm.” And bya 
very fanciful and uncommon allufion, it is faid of 
Cormac, who was to die in his early years, « Nor 
sé long {halt thou lift the fpear mildly-fhining 
«© beam of youth ! Death ftands dim behind thee 
‘¢ like the darkened half of the moon behind its 
« orowing light.” 

Another inftance of the fame nature may be 
taken from mift, which, as being a very familiar 
appearance in the country of Offian, he applies to 
a variety of purpofes, and purfues through a great 
many forms. Sometimes, which one would hard- 
ly expeét, he employs it to heighten the appear- 
ance of a beautiful object. The hair of Morna 
is * like the mift of Cromla, when it curls on the 
«< rock, and fhines to the beam of the weft.”— 
«© The fong comes with its mufic to melt and. 
«© pleafe the ear. It is like foft mift, that rifing 
«s from a lake pours on the filent vale. The 
«< green flowers are filled with dew. The fun 
«¢ returns in its ftrength, and the mift is gone *.” 
—But, for the moft part, miit is employed as a 
fimilitude of fome difagreeable or terrible object. 
« The foul of Nathos was fad, like the fun in 
“ the day of mift, when his face is watery and 
« dim.” & The darknefs of oid age comes like 
“¢ the mift of the defart.” The face of a ghoft is 

“ pale 

* There is a remarkable propriety in this comparifon. It 
is intended to explain the effec of foft and mournful mufic. 
Armin appears difturbed at a performance of this kind. Car- 
mor fays to him, “ Why burfts the figh of Armin? Is there a 
** caufe to mourn? The fong comes with its mufic to melt 
** and pleafe the ear. It is like foft mift, &c.” that is, fuch 
mournful fongs have a happy effec to foften the heart, and to 
improve it by tender emotions, as the moifture of the mift re- 
frefhes and nourifhes the flowers ; whilft the fadnefs they oc- 
cafion is only tranfient, and foon difpelled by the fucceeding 


occupations and amufements of life; ‘ The fun returns in its 
« ftrength, and the mift is gone.” 
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sé pale as themift of Cromla.” «« The gloom of 


« battle is rolled along as mift that is poured.on 
« the valley, when ftorms invade the filent fun- 


_ 6 fhine of heaven.” Fame fuddenly departing, . 


is likened to ‘ mift that flies away before the 
“¢ ruftling wind of the vale.” A ghoft, flowly 


vanifhing, to * mift that melts by degrees on the 


« funny hill.” Cairbar, after his treacherous. af- 


faffination of Ofcar, is compared to a peftilential — 


fog, « I lovea foe like Cathmor,” fays Fingal, 
«his foul is great; his arm is firong ; his bat- 
ss tles are full of fame. But the little foul is like 
‘¢ a vapour that hovers. round-the. marfhy. lake. 
« Jt never rifes on the green hill, left-the winds 
“‘ meet. it there. Its dwelling. isin the cave; 
«< and it fends forth the dart of death.” ‘This 


is a fimile highly finifhed. But-there is another 
which is ftill more ftriking, founded alfo on mift, _ 


in the 4th book of Temora. Two factious.chiefs 
are contending ; Cathmor the king interpofes, re- 


bukes, and filences them. ‘The poet intends to- 


give us the higheftidea of Cathmor’s fuperiority ; 
and moft effectually accomplifhes his intention 
by the following happy image.. “ They funk 
« from the king on either fide ; like two columns 
« of morning mift, when the fun rifes between 
«¢ them, on his glittering rocks. Dark is their 
«: rolling on either fide; each towards its reedy 
« pool.” Thefe inftances may fufficiently thew 
with what richnefs.of imagination Offian’s com- 
parifons abound, and at the fame time, with what 
propriety of judgment they are employed. If his 


field was narrow, it muft be admitted to have ~ 


been as well cultivated as its extent would allow. 
As it is ufual to judge of poets from a compa- 


rifon of their fimiles more than of other paf- — 


fages, it will perhaps be agreeable to the reader, bi 
oe 
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fee how Homer and Offian have conducted fome 
images of the fame kind. ‘This might be fhewn 
in many inftances. For as the great objects of 
nature are common to the poets of all nations, 
and make the general ftore-houfe of all imagery, 
the ground-work of their comparifons muit of 
courfe be frequently the fame. I fhall felect 
only a few of the moft confiderable from both 
poets. Mr. Pope’s tranflation of Homer .can be 
of noufe tous here. ‘The parallel is altogether 
unfair between profe, and the impofing harmony 
of flowing numbers. It is only by viewing Ho- 
mer in the fimplicity of a profe tranflation, that 
we can form any comparifon between the two 
bards. 

The fhock of two encountering armies, the 
noife and the tumult of battle, afford one of the 
moft grand and awful fubjects of defcription; on 
which all epic poets have exerted their ftrength. 
Let us firft hear Homer. The following de- 
{cription is a favourite one, for we find it twice 
repeated in the fame words*. When now 
« the conflicting hofts joined in the field of 
« battle, then were mutually oppofed fhields, 
«© and fwords, and the firength of armed men. 
«¢ ‘The bofly bucklers were dafhed againft each 
«other. The univerfal tumult rofe. There 
‘¢ were mingled the triumphant fhouts and the 
‘* dying groans of the victors and the vanquifh- 
‘© ed. The earth ftreamed with blood. As 
‘¢ when winter torrents, rufhing from the moun- 
* tains, pour into a narrow valley, their violent 
“‘ waters. ‘Chey iilue from a thoufand {prings, 
«s and mix in the hollowed channel. ‘The dif- 
« tant fhepherd hears on the mountain, their 

“¢ roar 


nw 
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* Iliad, iv. 446. and Iliad, viii. 60. 
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<¢ roar from afar. Such was the terror and the 
«“ fhout of the engaging armies.” In another 
paflage, the poet, much in the manner of Of- 
fian, heaps fimile on fimile, to exprefs the vaft- 
ne‘s of the idea, with which his imagination: 
‘feems to labour. “ With a mighty fhout the 
*< hofts engage. Not fo Joud roars the wave of 
** ocean, when driven againft the fhore by the 
“s whole force of the boifterous north; not for 
“ loud in the woods of the mountain, the noife 
“ of the flame, when rifing imits fury to con= ~ 
“ fame the foreft; not fo loud the wind among 

“ the lofty oaks, when the wrath of the ftorm”’ 

“ rages; as was the clamour of the Greeks and. 

«¢ ‘Trojans, when, roaring terrible, they rufhed-— 
“ asainft each other *.” 

To thefe defcriptions and fimiles, wé may op-~ 
pofe the following from Offian, and leave the 
reader to judge between them. He will find - 
images of the fame kind employed ; commonly 
lefs extended ; but thrown iorth*with a glowing. 
rapidity which chara¢terifes our poet.-. “As au-~ 
“ tumn’s dark ftorms pour. from two’echoing 
sc ‘hills, towards each other, approached the he-. 

«‘ roes. As two dark ftreams from high rocks 
« meet and. mix, and roar’ on: the-plain; loud, . 
« rough, and dark in battle, meet Lochlin and 
« Inisfaik: Chief mixed his ftrokes with g¢hief, 
« and man with man: Steel clanging, founded 
“ on fteel. Helmets are cleft on high; blood- 
_ « burfts and fmoaks around.—As the troubled 
* noife of the ocean, when roll the waves on- 
«« high; as the laft peal of the thunder of hea- 
« ven, fuchis the noife of battle.”—“ As rolla 
“ thoufand waves.to.the rock, fo:Swaran’s_ hoft 

s° came. 
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came on; as meets a rock a thoufand waves, 
«* fo Inisfail met Swaran. Death raifes ali his 
-& voices around, and mixes with the found of 
“¢ fhields\—The field echoes from wing to wing, 
«asa hundred hammers that rife by turns on 
“ the red fon of the furnace.” —“ Asa hundred 
“* winds on Morven ; as the ftreams of a hun- 
© dred hills; as clouds fly fucceffive over hea- 
“ ven; or as the dark ocean affaults the fhore 
“© of the defart ; fo roaring, fo vaft, fo terrible 
‘¢ the armies mixed on Lena’s echoing heath.” 
In feveral of thefe images, there is a remarkable 
fimilarity to Homer’s ; but what follows is fupe- 
rior to any comparifon that Homer ufes on this 
fabjec&t. “ The groan of the people {fpread over 
« the hills; it was like the thunder of night, 
«* when the cloud burfts on Cona; and a thou- 
«¢ fand ghofts fhriek at once on the hollow wind.” 
Never was an image of more awful fublimity em- 
ployed to heighten the terror of battle. 

Both poets compare the appearance of an army 
approaching, to the gathering of dark clouds. 
«; As when a fhepherd,” fays Homer, ‘ beholds 
«¢ from the rock a cloud borne along the fea by 
“ the weftern wind; black as pitch it appears 
‘© from afar failing over the ocean, and carrying 
« the dreadful ftorm. He fhrinks at the fight, 
sand drives his flock into the cave: Such, un- 
“ der the ‘Ajaces, moved on, the. dark, the 
«: thickened phalanx to the war *.”——-“ ‘They 
“ came,” fays Offian, “ over the defert like 
és ftormy clouds, when the winds roll them over 
« the heath ; their edges are tinged with light- 
“ ning; and the echoing groves foreiee the 
« ftorm.” The edges of the cloud tinged with 

lightning, 


“ 


*. Thad, iv.) 275. 


gos DISSERTATION OW 
lightning, is a fublime idea; but the fhepherd 
and his flock, render Homer’s fimile more pic-’ 
turefque. This is’ frequently the difference be~ 
tween the two poets.- Offian gives no more than’ 
the main image, {trong and full. Homer adds’ 
circumitances and appendages, which amufe the 
fancy by enlivening the fcenery. 
_ Homer compares the’ regular appearance of 
an army, to “ clouds. that are fettled on the’ 
© mountain. top, in the day of calmnefs, when’ 
“ the ftrength’ of the nerth. wind. fleeps *.’” 
Offian, with full as much~ propriety, .compares - 
the appearance of a diférdered army, to “ the 
« mountain clowd, .when ‘the~blaft hath entered’ 
“< itswomb; and fcatters the curling - gloom on’ 
“ every fide.” Offian’s clouds aflume a great’ 
many forms; and, as we might expect from his 
climate, are a fertile fource of imagery to him.’ 
sé 'The warriors followed their ‘chiefs, tike* the 
“ gathering of the rainy clouds, behind-the red: 
«‘ meteors of heaven.’ An army. retreating .. 
without coming: to a€tion; is hkened to * clouds, 
« that having long threatened rain, retire flowly: 
“ behind the bills.’ The picture of  Oithona, 
after fhe had determined to. die, is lively and 
delicates © Her foul was refolved, .and the tear 
“ was: dried from her wildly-looking eye. A’ 
“ troabted joy rofe on her-mind, like the red 
« path of the lightning on a’ ftormy’ cloud.” 
The image alo-of the gloomy Cairbar, me- 
ditating, in filence, the affaflination’ of Of- 
car, until the moment came when. his de- 
figns were ripe for execution, is extremely noble, _ 
and complete in all its parts.. ‘¢ Cairbar heard 
“ their. words in filence, like the cloud of a 
“6 fhower 3 


* Hiad, v. 522° 
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at fhower; it ftands dark on Cromla, till the 
¢ lightning burfts its fide. ‘The valley gleams 
¢ with red light; the fpirits of the ftorm rejoice. 
¢ So ftood the filent king of Temora; at length 
6 his words are heard.” 

Homer’s comparifon. of Achilles to the Dog- 
Star, is very fublime. Priam beheld him 
*¢ rufhing along the plain, fhining in his armour, 
“¢ like the ftar of autumn ; bright are its beams, 
« diftinguifhed amidit the multitude offtars in 
¢ the dark hour of night. It rifes in its {plen- 
s¢ dor; but its fplendor is fatal; betokening te 
a6 miferable men, the deftroying heat *.” ‘The 
firft appearance of Fingal, is, in like manner, 
compared by Offian, to a ftar or meteor. ‘ Fin- 
“¢ gal, tall in his fhip, ftretched his bright lance 
« before him. ‘Terrible was the gleam of his 
«¢ fteel; it was like the green meteor of death, 
£6 fetting in the heath of Malmor, when the tra- 
- veller is alone and the broad moon is darkened 
-¢ in heaven.” ‘The hero’s appearance in Ho- 
amer, is more magnificent; in Offian, more ter- 
sible. 

A tree cut down, or overthrown by a ftorm, 
is a imilitude frequent among poets for defcrib- 
-ing the fall of a warrior in battle. Homer em- 
-ploys it often, But the moft beautiful, by far, 
of his comparifons, founded on. this objeét, in- 
deed one of the moft beautiful in the whole 
dliad, is that on the death of Euphorbus. “© As 
“¢ the young and verdant olive, which a man 
«¢ hath reared with care in a lonely field, where 
‘ the fprings of water bubble around it; it is 
“¢ fair and flourifhing ; it is fanned by the breath 
* of all the winds, and loaded with white blof- 

 foms; 


“ 
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t¢ foms; when the fudden blaft of a whirlwind 
&6 defcending, roots it out from its bed, and 
-& ftretches it on the duft *.” To this, ele- 
gant as it is, we may oppofe the following fimile 
of Offian’s, relating to the death of the three” 
fons of Ufnoth. They fell, like three young | 
<< oaks which ftood alone on the hill. The tra- 
 veller faw the lovely trees, and wondered how 
s they grew fo lonely. The blaft of the defart 
s¢ came by night, and laid their green heads low. 
*¢ Next day he returned; but they were wi-— 
« thered, and the heath was bare.” Malvina’s 
allufion to the fame object, in her lamentation / 
ever Ofcar, is fo exquifitely tender, that I can- 
not forbear giving it a placealfo. «* Iwasa loves 
« ly tree in thy prefence, Oscar! with all my 
«‘ branches round me. But thy death came, ~ 
‘ like a blaft from the defert, and laid my green 
« head low. The fpring returned with its” 
ss fhowers; but no leaf of mine arofe.” Seve- 
ral of Offian’s fimiles taken from.-trees, are re=_ 
markably beautiful, and diverfified with well 
chofen circumftances; fuch as that upon the 
death of Ryno and Orla: « They have fallen 
«¢ like the oak of the defert ; when it lies acrofs. 
_ a ftream, and withers in the wind of the moun~ 
« tains” Or that which Offian applies to him- 
felf; << I, like an ancient oak in Morven 
Ke moulder alone in my place; the blaft “hath 
“« lopped my branches away; and I tremble at” 
“ the wings of the north.” i: 

As Homer exalts his heroes by comparing them 
to gods, Offian makes the fame ufe of compa 
fons taken from fpirits and ghofts. Swaran 
* roared in battle, like-the fhrill 4pirit of 5a mi 


al 
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¢ that fits dim on the clouds of Gormal, and 
66 enjoys the death of the mariner.” His people 
gathered around Erragon, “like ftorms around 
«© the ghoft of night, when he calls them from 
“¢ the top of Morven, and prepares to pour them 
- on the land of the-ftranger.” « They fell before 
«¢ my fon, like groves in the defart, when an an-~ 
‘& gry ghoft rufhes through night, and takes their 
© green heads in his hand.” In fuch images, 
-Offian appears in his ftrength ; for very feldom 
Jhave fupernatural beings been painted with fo 
much. fublimity, and fuch force of imagination, as 
by this poet. Even Homer, great as he is, muft 
-yield to him in fimiles formed upon thefe. ‘Take, 
for inftance, the following, which is the moft re- 
markable of this kind:in the Hiad. « Meriones 
*“ followed Idomeneus to battle, like Mars 
the deftroyer of men, when he rufhes to war. 
Terror, his beloved fon, ftrong and fierce, 
attends him; who fills with difmay the moft 
valiant hero. They come from Thrace, armed 
againft the Ephyrians and Phlegyans; nor do 
they regard the prayers of either ; but difpofe 
of fuccefs at their will *.” The idea here, is 
undoubtedly noble : but obferve what a figure 
Offian fets before the aftonifhed imagination, and 
_ with what fublimely terrible circumftances he 
‘has heightened it. * He rufhed in the found of 
¢ his arms, like the dreadful {pirit of Loda, when 
6 he comes in the roar of a thoufand ftorms, and 
«¢ fcatters battles from his eyes. He fits on a 
«© cloud over Lochlin’s feas. His mighty hand 
46 is on his fword. The winds. lift his flaming 
«¢ locks. So térrible was Cuthullin in the day of 
4¢ his fame.” 
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Homer’s comparifons relate chiefly to martial — 
dfubje&ts, to the appearances and motions of ar- © 
mies, the engagement and death of heroes, and — 
the various incidents of war. In Offian, we find © 
a greater variety of other fubjects illuftrated by — 
fimiles; particularly, the fongs of bards, the — 
beauty of women, the different circumftances of — 
old age, forrow, and private diftrefs; which give — 
occafion to much beautiful imagery. What, for — 
inftance, can be more delicate and moving, than . 
‘the following fimile of Oithona’s, in her lamen- — 
tation over the difhonour fhe had fuffered? 
“ Chiefof Strumon,” replied the fighing maid, | 
«¢ why didft thou come over the dark blue wave — 
«© to Nuath’s mournful daughter ? Why did not 
«¢ T pafs away in fecret, like the flower of. the 
“ rock, that lifts its fair head unfeen, and ftrews ~ 
«¢ its withered leaves on the blaft?” The mutfic © 
of bards, a favourite object with Offian, is illuf- 
trated. by a variety of the moft beautiful appear-_ 
ances that are to be found in nature. It is com-_ 
pared to the calm ihower of fpring; to the dews_ 
of the morning on the hill of roes ; to the face of 
the blue and ftilllake. Two fimiles on this fub-— 
ject, I fhall quote, becaufe they would do honour 
to any of the moft celebrated claffics. The one 
is; ‘ Sit thou on the heath, O bard! and let 
«¢ us hear thy voice; it is pleafant as the gale of 
« the fpring that fighs on the hunter’s ear, when 
“ he wakens from dreams of joy, and has heard 
© the mufic of the fpirits of the hill.” ‘The other 
contains a fhort, but exquifitely tender image, 
accompanied with the fineft. poetical painting. 
«¢ The mufic of Carril was like the memory of 
«¢ joys that are paft, pleafant and mournful to the 
« foul. The ghofts of departed bards heard it 
« from Slimora’s fide. Soft founds fpread aye 
; 6é = 
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« the wood ; andthe filent valleys of night re- 
«¢ joice.” What a figure would fuch imagery 
and fuch fcenery have made, had they been pre- 
fented to us, adorned with the fweetnefs and har- 
mony of the Virgilian numbers ! 

I have chofen all along to compare Offian with 
Homer, rather than Virgil, for an obvious reafon. 
There is a much nearer correfpondence between 
the times and manners of the two former poets. 
Both wrote in an early period of fociety; both 
are originals ; both are diftinguifhed by fimpli- 
city, fublimity, and fire. The correct elegance 
of Virgil, his artful imitation of Homer, the 
Roman ftatelinefs which he every where main- 
tains, admit no parallel with the abrupt boldnefs, 
and enthufiaftic warmth of the Celtic bard. In 
one article, indeed, there is a refemblance. Vir- 


~ gilis more tender than Homer; and thereby 


agrees more with Offian; with this difference, 
that the feelings of the one are more gentle and 
polifhed, thofe of the other more ftrong; the 
tendernefs of Virgil foftens, that of Offian dif- 
folves and overcomes the heart. 

A refemblance may be fometimes obferved 
between Offian’s comparifons, and thofe employ=- 
ed by the facred writers. ‘They abound much in 
this figanc, and they ufe it with the utmoft pro- 
priety *. The imagery of Scripture exhibits a 
foil dnd climate altogether different from thofe 
of Offian ; a warmer country, a more fmiling 
face of nature, the arts of agriculture and of rural 
life much farther advanced. The wine prefs, and 
the threfhing floor, are often prefented to us, the 
Cedar and the Palm-tree, the Bagels of per= 
fumes, the voice of the Turtle, and the beds of 
Lilies. The fimiles are, like Offian’s, generally 
fort, touching on one point of refemblance, ra- 
ther than fpread out into little epifodes. In the 

Vou. I. P following 

* See Dr, Lowth de Sacra Poci Hebrxorum. 
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following example may be perceived what inex- 
preffible grandeur poetry receives from the in- 
tervention of the Deity. ‘The nations’ fhall 
“ rufh like the rufhings of many waters; but 
** God fhall rebuke them, and they fhall fly far 
* off, anc fhall be chafed as the chaff of the 
** mountains befere the wind, and like the down 
ss of the thiftle before the whirlwind*.” A 
Befides formal comparifons, -the poetry. of Of- 
fiin is embellifhed with many beautiful metaphors: — 
-S ich as that remarkably fine one applied to Deu- 
gala; “ She was covered with the light of 
“*-beauty ; but her heart was the houfe of pride.” 
This mode .of expreffion, which fupprefies the 
mark of comparifon, and fubftitutes a figured 
cefcription in room of -the ebject defcribed, is a 
cat enlivener of ftyle. It denotes that glow 
a id rapidity of fancy, which, without paufing to. 
form a regular fimile, paints the obje& at one 
ftroke.  Theu art tome the beam ef the eaft, 
« rifing in a land unknown.” .*¢ In peace, thou 
‘' art-the gale of fpring ; in war, the mountain © 
ftorm.”  Pleafant be thy reft, O lovely beam, 
« foon haft thou-fet on our hills! The fteps of 
‘< thy departure were ftately, like the moon on 
the-blue trembling wave. But thou haft left — 
<< us in darknefs, firft of the maids of Lutha !—~- — 
«© Soon haft thou fet, Malvina! but thou rifeft, — 
«< like the beam of the eaft, among the fpirits of — 
« thy friends, where they fit in-their formy halls, © 
the chambers of the thunder.” This is correét — 
and finely fupperted. But in the following in-— 
ftance, the metaphor, though very beautiful at 
the beginning, becomes imperfect before it clofes, — 
by being’improperly mixed with the literal fenfe. ~ 
«© Trathal went forth with the. ftream of his peo- ~ 
“ ple ; but they met a rock ; Fingal ftood un-~ 
‘© moved ; broken they rolled back from his — 
36 fide. — 
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« fide. Nor did they roll in fafety; the fpear 
«* of the king purfued their flight.” . 
- The hyperbole is a figure which we might ex- 


pect to find often employed by Offian ; as the un- 


difciplined imagination of early ages generally 
prompts exaggeration, and carries its objects to 
excefs ; whereas longer experience, and farther 
progrefs in the arts of life, chaften men’s ideas 


‘and exprefiions. Yet Ofiian’s hyperboles appear 


not to me, either fo frequent or fo harfh as might 
at firfthave been looked for ; an advantage owing 
no doubt te the more cultivated ftate, in which, 
as was before fhewn, poetry fubfifted among the 


- ancient Celtz, than among moft other barbarous 


nations.- One of the moft exaggerated defcrip- 
tions in the whole work, is what-meets us at the 


beginning of Fingal, where the fcout makes his 


report to Cuthullin of the landing of the foe. But 
this is fo far from deferving cenfure that it merits 
praife, as being, on that occafion, natural and 


- proper. ‘l‘he {cout arrives, trembling and full of 


fears ; and it is well known, that no paffion dif- 
pofes men to hyperbolize more than terror. It 
both annihilates themfelves in their own appre- 
henfion, and magnifies every object which they 


view through the medium of a troubled imagina- 


tion. Hence all thofe indiftincét images of formi- 
dable greatnefs, the natural marks of q difturbed 
and confufed mind, which occur in Moran’s de- 
{cription of Swaran’s appearance, and in his rela- 
tion of the conference which they held together 3. 
not unlike the report, which the affrighted Jew- 
ifh {pies made to their leader of the landof Canaan. 
“¢ The land through which we have gone to 
‘«¢ fearch it, isa land that eateth up the inhabit- 
« ants thereof; and all the people that we few 
“ in ity are men ofa great ftature : and there faw 
“ we pants, the fons Anak, which come of the 

dee 6 giants ; : 


a DISSERTATION ON 


* giants 5. and we were in our own fight as grafs- 
‘* hoppers, and fo were we in their fight *.” 

_ With regard to perfonifications, I fermerly ob- 
ferved that Offian was fparing, and I accounted 
for his being fo. Allegorical perfonages he has 
none ; and there abfence is not to be.regretted. 
“For the intermixture of thofe -fnadowy Beings, 
-svhich have not the fupport even of mythological 
or legendary belief, with human a¢tors, feldom 
produces a good effect. The fiction becomes too 
vifible and. phantaftic ; and overthrows that im- 


preffion. of-reality, which the probable.recital of | 


‘human a¢tions is calculated to make upon the 
mind. Inthe ferious and pathetic fcenes of Offi- 
_an_efpeciaily, allegorical characters would have 
been as much out of place, as in Tragedy; ferv 
4ng only unfeafonably to amufe the fancy, whilft 
-they ftopped the current, and.weakened the force 
_of paffion. . ; 

“With apoftrophes, or addreffes to perfons ab- 


fent or dead, which have been, in all ages, the 


-language.of paffion, our poet abounds ; and they 
are among his higheft beauties. ‘Witnefs the 
apoftrophe, in the firft/book of Fingal, to the 
maid of Iniftore, whofe lover had fallen in battle ; 
and that inimitably fine oné of Cuthullin to Bra- 
cela at the conclufion of the fame book. He 
commands the harp to be ftruck in her praife; 


and the mention of Bragela’s name, immediate- 
ly fuggefting to him a crowd of tender ideas; 
«© Doft thou:raife thy fair-face from the rocks,” — 
he exclaims, “to find the fails of Cuthullin ? © 
4¢ The fea is rolling far diftant, and its white foam 


pen ee ite ae 


«¢ fhall deceive thee for my fails.” And now his — 


imagination being wrought ap to conceive her 


' 
te 


as, at that moment, really.in this fituation, he — 


‘becomes afraid of the harm fhe may receive 
from the inclemency of the night; and with an 
enthufiafm, 


¥ Numbers, xiii, 32, 33. 
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exithufiafm, happy and affecting, though beyond 
the cautious ftrain of modern poetry, “ Retire,” 
he proceeds,--*¢ retire, for it is night, my love, and 
« the dark winds figh in thy hair. Retire to the- 
*¢ hall of my feafts, and think of the times that 
« are paft; for I will not return till the ftorm of 
‘© war has ceafed-- O Connal, fpeak of wars 
«* and arms, and fend her from - my mind ; for 
«© lovely with her‘ raven hair is the white-bo- 
‘¢ fomed daughter of Sorglan:” This breathes 
all the native {pirit of paffion and tendernefs. 
‘The addreffes to the fun, te-the moon, and to- 
the evening ftar, muft ‘draw the attention of eve- 
ry reader’ of tafte, as among the moft fplendid 
ornaments of this collection. The beauties of 
each are too great, and too obvious to need any 
particular comment.- In one paflage only of the 
addrefs to the moon, there appears fome obfcu- 
rity. Whither dof thou retire from thy 
** courfe, when the darknefs of thy countenance 
“« srows? Haft thou thy hall like Offian? 
“¢ Dwelleft thou in the fhadow of grief? Have 
« thy fifters fallen from Heaven? Are they who 
“ rejoiced with thee at night, no more? Yes, 
‘ they have fallen, fair light | ! and thou doft often 
“ retire to mourn.” We may be at a lofs to com- 
prehend, at firft view, the ground of thefe fpe- 
culations of Offian, concerning the moon; but 
when all the circumftances are attended to, “they 
will appear to flow naturally from. the prefent 
fituation of his mind. A mind under the do- 
minion of any ftrong paffion, tinCtures with its 
own difpofition, every object which it beholds. 
The old bard, with his heart bleeding for the 
lofs of all his frichds: is meditating on the dif= 
ferent phafes of the moon. Her waning and 
 darknefs, prefents to his melancholy imagina- 
tion, the image of forrow; end prefently the 
idea arifes, and is indulged, that, like hinfelf, 
fhe 
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fhe retires to mourn over the lofs of other moons, 
or of ftars, whom he calls her fifters, and fan- 
cies to have once rejoiced with her at night, now 
fallen from heaven. Darknefs fuggefted the idea 
of mourning, and mourning fuggefted nothing 
fo naturally to Offian, as the death of beloved 
friends. An inftance precifely fimilar of this in- 
fluence of paflion, may be feen in a_paflage 


which has always beem admired of Shakefpeare’s | 


King Lear. The old man on the point of dif- 
traction, through the inhumanity of his daugh- 
ters, fees Edgar appear difguifed like a beggar 
and a madman. . 

Lear. Did thou give all to thy daughters? And art thow 

come to this? - 

Couldeft thou leave nothing ? Didft thou give them all ? 

Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. , 

Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have fubdued nature, 
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 

King Lear, A@ 3, Scene 5. 

The apoftrophe to the winds, in the opening 
of Darthula, is in the higheft fpirit of poetry. 
«© But the winds deceived thee, O Darthula 5, 
«¢ and deny the woody Etha to thy fails. Thefe 


«© are not thy mountains, Nathos, nor is that — 


«‘ the roar of thy climbing waves. The halls 
«© of Cairbar are near, and the towers of the foe 
«¢ lift their headi—Where have ye been, ye 
« fouthern winds; when the fons of my love 
«© were deceived? But ye have been fporting on 
‘¢ plains, and purfuing the thiftle’s beard. O that 
s¢ ye had been ruftling in the fails of Nathos, 
«¢ till the hills of Etha rofe! till they rofe in their 
«« clouds, and faw their coming chief.” This 


paflage is remarkable for the refemblance it bears - 


to an expoftulation with the wood nymphs, on 


their abfence at a critical time ; which, as a fa- 


yourite poetical idea, Virgil has copied from 
Theocritus, and Milton has very happily imi- 


tated from both. 
‘ Where 


: 
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Where were ye, nymphs! when the remorfelefs deep 
€los’d o’er the head of your low’d Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye playing onthe fteep 

Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie ; 


Nor on the fhaggy top of Mona, high, 
Nor yet where Deva {preads her wizard ftream *. 


Having now treated fully of Offian’s talents, 
with refpect to defcription and imagery, it only 
remains to make fome obfervations on his fenti- 
ments. No fentiments can be beautiful without 
being proper; that is, fuited to the charactes 
and fituation of thofe who utter'them. In this 
refpect, Oifian-is as correct as moft writers: 
His charafters,-as above obferved, are in genera 
well fupported 5: which ceuld not have been the 
cafe, had the fentiments* beén unnatural or out 
of place. A variety of perfonagés of different 
ages, fexes, and conditions, are introduced inta. 
his poems; and they fpeak and act with a pro- 
priety of fentiment and behaviour, which it is 
furprifing to find in fo rude an age. Let the 
poem of Darthula, throughout, be taken as an. 
example. 

But it isnot enough that fentiments be natural 
and proper. In order to acquire any high degree 
of poetical merit, they muft alfo be fublime and 
pathetic. ‘ 

The fublime is not confined to fentiment 
alone. It belongs to defcription alfo; and whe- 
ther in defcription or in fentiment, imports fuch 
ideas prefented to the mind, as raife it to an un- 
common degree of elevation, and fill it with ad- 
miration and aftonifhment. ‘This is the higheft 
effect either of eloquence or poetry: And to pro- 
duce this effect, requires a genius glowing with 
the firongeft and warmeft conception of fome 
objet awful, great or magnificent. That this 

. charaéter 

* Milton's Lycidas. See Theocrit. Idyll. 5. 

Taron oe no0 one AxQvis STOKETO 5 1H Ww, Nexgos, &e. 
And Virg. Eclog. to. 
Quz nemora, aut qui vos faltus habuere, pucllz, &c. 
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character of genius belongs to Offian, may, I 
think, fufficiently appear from many of the paf- 
fages I have already had occafion to quote. To 
produce more inftances, were fuperfluous. If 
the engagement of Fingal with the {pirit of Loda, 
in Carric-thura; if the encounters of the armies, 
in Fingal; if the addrefs to the fun, in Carthon ; 
if the fimiles founded upon ghofts and fpirits of 
the night, all formerly mentioned, be not ad- 
mitted as examples, and illuftrious ones too, of 
the true poetical fublime, I confefs myfelf en- 
tirely ignorant of this quality of writing. 

All the circumftances, indeed, of Offian’s 
compofition, are favourable to the fublime, 
more perhaps than to any other fpecies of beauty. 
Accuracy and correétnefs; artfully conne¢ted 
narration ; exact method and proportion of parts, 
we may look for in polifhed times. The gay and 


the beautiful, will appear to more advantage in 


the midft of fmiling fcenery and pleafurable 
-themes. But amidft the rude fcenes of nature, 
amid{t rocks and torrents and whirlwinds and 
battles, dwells the fublime.. It is the thunder 
and the lightning of genius. It is the offspring 
of nature, not of art. It is negligent of ail the 
lefler graces, and perfectly confiftent with a cer- 
tain noble diforder. It affociates naturally with 
that grave and folemn fpirit, which diftinguifhes 
our author. For the fublime, is an awful and 
' ferious emotion; and is heightened by all the 
images of Trouble, and Terror, and Darkneds. 


Ipfe pater, media nimborum in note, corufca 
Fulmina molitur dextra ; quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit; fugere fere; & mortalia corda 
Per gentes, humilis ftravit pavor; ille, fagranti 
Aut Atho, aut Rhodopen, aut alta Ceraunia telo 
Dejicit. Vixre, Georg. EL. 
Simplicity and ccncifenefs, are never-failing 
characteriftics of the ftyle. of a fublime writer. 
He refts on the majefty of his fentiments, not 


on 
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on the pomp of his expreffions. ‘The main fecret of 
being fublime, is to fay great things in few and in 
plain words: For every fuperfluous decoration de- 
grades a fublime idea. The mind rifes and fwells 
when a lofty defcription or fentiment is prefented 
to it, in its native form. But no fooner does the 
poet attempt to fpread out this fentiment or de- 
{cription, and to deck it round and round with 
glittering ornaments, than the mind begins to 
fall from its high elevation; the tranfport 1s 
over; the beautiful may remain, but the fub- 
lime is gone. Hence the concife and fimple 
ftyle of Offian, gives great advantage to his fub- 
lime conceptions ; and affifts them in feizing the 
imagination with full power *. 

Sublimity as belonging to fentiment, coincides 
in a great meafure with magnanimity, heroifm, 
and generofity of fentiment. Whatever difco- 
vers human nature in its greateft elevation ; what- 
ever befpeaks a high effort of foul; or fhews a 
mind fuperior ‘to pleafures, to dangers, and to 
death, forms what may be called the moral or 

y 
fentimental fublime. For this, Offian is emi- 
nently diftinguifhed. No poet maintains a high-_ 
er 

* The noted faying of Julius Czfar, to the pilot ina 
form; “ Quid times ? Cafarem vehis ;’’ is magnanimous and 
fublime. Lucan, not fatisfied with this fimple concifenefs re- 
folved to amplify and improve the thought. Obferve, how 
every time he twifts it round, it departs farther from the fub- 
lime, till, at laft, it ends in tumid declamation. 

. Sperne minas, inguit, Pelagi, ventoque furenti 

Trade finum. Italiam, fi colo auctore, recufas, 
Me, pete. Sola tibi caufa hec eft jufta timoris 
Vecétorem non noffe tuum ; quem numina nunquam 
Deftituunt; de quo male tunc fortuna meretur, 

Cum poft vota venit ; medias perrumpe procellas 
Tutelafecure med. Celi ifte fretique, 


Non puppis noftrx, laboreft, Hanc Cefare preffam 
A flu&u defendit onus, 


Quid tant ftrage paratur, 

ignoras? Quzrit pelagi coclique tumultu 

Quid preftet fortuna mihi.— . 

fi PuarsaL, V. 578. 
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er tone of virtuous and noble fentiment,through- 
out all his works. Particularly in all the fenti- 


ments of Fingal, there is a grandeur and loftinefs _ 


- proper to fwell the mind with the higheft ideas of 
human perfection.. Wherever he appears, we 
behold the hero. The objects whith he purfues,. 
are always truly great; to bend the proud; to 
protect the.injured ; to defend his friends; to: 
overcome his enemies by generofity more than by 
force. A‘ portion of the fame fpirit a€tuates all- 
the other heroes., Valour reigns ; but it is a ge- 
nerous:valour, void of cruelty, animated by ho-- 
nour, not by hatred. We behold no debafing 
paffions among Fingal’s warriors 5. no:fpirit of 
avarice or of infult ; but a perpetual“ contention 
for fame ; a defire of being diftinguifhed and re- 
membered for gallant actions ; a love of juftice 3 
and.a zealous attachment to their friends-and- 
their country. Such is-the. train’ of fentiment= 
in the works of Offian. ; 

But the fablimity_ of moral fentiments, if they~ 
wanted thefoftening of the tender; would be in 
hazard of giving a hard and ftiff air. to-poetry. It 
is not enough to-adumre. Admiration is a cold 
feeling, in compariion of that deep intereft, which. 
the heart takes im tender and pathetic fcenes ; 
where, by a.myfterious attachinent to the objects 
of compaffion, we: are pleafed and delighted, even: 
_whilft we mourn.. With fcenes of this kind 

Oifian abounds; and his high merit in thefe, is 
inconteftable.. He may be blamed for. drawing 


tears too often from our eyes; but that he has. 


the power of commanding them, I believe no 
man, who has the leait fenfibility, will queftion. 
The general character of his poetry, is the heroic 
mixed with the elegiac ftrain; admiration tem- 
pered with pity. Ever fond of giving, as he ex- 
preffes it, * the joy of grief,” it is vifible, that 
‘on all moving fubjects, he delights to exert his 

genius 5 
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genius; and accordingly, never were there finer p:- 
thetic fituations, than what his works prefent. His | 
great art in managing them lies in giving vent to 
the fimple and natural emotions of the heart. We 
meet with no exaggerated declamation; no fub- 
tle refinements on forrow ; no fubftirution of de- 
fcription in-place of paffion. Offian felt ftrongly 
himfelf: and the heart when uttering its native 
janocuage neyer fails, by pewerful fympathy, to 
affect the heart. A great variety of examples 
might be preduced. Weneed only open the book 
to find them every where. What, for initance, 
can be more moving, than the lamentations of 
Oithona, after her misfortune? Gaul the fon of 
Morni, her lover, ignorant of what fhe had fuffer- 
ed, comes to her refcue. Their meeting is ten- 
der in the higheft degree. He propofes to en- 
gage her foe, in fingle combat, and gives her in 
charge what fhe is to do, if he himfelf fhall fall. 
‘© And fhall the daughter of Nuath live?” fhe 
replied with a burfting figh. ‘ Shall I live in 
‘© Tromathon andthe fon of Morni low ? My 
‘* heart isnot of that rock ; nor my foul careleis 
‘© as that fea, which lifts its blue waves to every 
s¢ wind, and rolls beneaththe ftorm. ‘The blaft, 
‘© which fhalllay thee low, fhall {pread the branch- 
«* esof Oithona on earth. We fhall wither to- 
‘© gether, fon of car-borne Morni! The narrow 
“ houfe is pleafant to me ; and the grey ftone of 
«© the dead; for never more will I leave thy rocks, 
* fea-furrounded _Tromathon ! Chief of. 
«© Strumon, why cameft thou over the waves to 
«¢ Nuath’s mournful daughter ? Why did not I 
“¢ pafs away in fecret, like the flower of the rock 
«© that lifts its fair head unfeen, and ftrews its 
«© withered leaves on the blaft ? Why didft thou 
«* come, O Ganl! to hear my departing figh? 
«© —O had I dwelt at Duvranna, in the bright 
s beams of my fame! Then had my years come 
. s on 
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«© on with j joy ; and the virgins would blefs my 
“¢ fteps. But I fall in youth, fon of Morni, and 
s© my father fhall blufh in his hall.” - 

Oithona mourns like a woman; in Cuthullin’s 
expreffions of grief after his defeat, we behold the “ 
fentiments‘of'a hero; generous but defponding. 
The fituation is remarkably fine. Cuthullin, . 
rouzed from his cave, by the noife of battle, fees: 

Fingal victorious in the field.. He is defcribed as - 
kindling ‘at the fight... « His hand is on the’ 
« {word of his fathers ; his red-rolling eyes on« 
« the foe. He thrice attempted to ruth to bat-- 
*¢ tle ; and thrice did Connal ftop-him ;” fug--~ 
gefting, that Fingal: was routing the foe; and° 
that he ought not, by the fhow of fuperfluous 
aid, to deprive the king of any part of the honour~ 
ef a victory, which was owing to him alone. 
_ Cuthullin yields te this: generous fehtiment-; but - 
we fee it ftinging him to the heart with the fenfe~ 
of his own difgrace. ‘“ Then, Carril, go,” re-~ 
plied the chief, ‘and greet the king of Mor-- 
«© ven. When Lochlin fails away like a ftream 
« after rain, andthe noifé of the battl¢ is over, 
« then be thy voice {weet in his ear, to praife 
« the king of fwords.. Give him the fword of 
« Caithbat ; for Cuthullin is worthy no more to= 
“ lift the arms. of his fathers.. But, O ye ghofts 
« ofthe lonely Cromla! Ye fouts-of chiefs that 
«‘ are no. more! Be ye the companions of Cu- 
“ thullin, and talk to him in:the cave of his for-- 
“ row. For never more fhall T be renowned 
«* among the mighty inthe land. I-am like a 
“ beam that has fhone: Like a mift that has fled 
away ; when the blaft of the morning came, 
«and brightened the fhaggy fide of the hill. 
 Connal! talk of arms no more: Departed is 
‘© my fame. My fighs fhall be on Cromla’s 
<< wind ; till my foot-fteps ceafe to be feen. And 
thou, white-bofomed Bragela! mourn te 
ee € 
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-<¢ the fallof my fame; for vanquifhed, I will 
« never return to thee, thou fun-beam of Dun- 
-& fcaich !” 


—— /Eftuat-ingens 
Uno in corde pudor, luctufque, & confcia. virtus. 


Befides fuch extended pathetic fcenes, Offian 
«frequently pierces the heart by a fingle unexpect- 
_ed ftroke.* When Ofcar fell in battle, «* No father 
- mourned his fon flain in youth; no brother, 

« his brother of love ; they fell without tears, 
«« for the chief of the people was low.” In the 
admirable interview of Heétor with Androma- 
_che, in the fixth Iliad, the circumftance of the 
child in his nurfe’s arms, has often been remark- 
ed, as adding much to the tendernefs of the fcene. 
‘In the following paflage relating to the death of 
Cuthullin, we find a circumftance that muft ftrike 
-the imagination with ftill greater force. “ And 
“ is the fon of Semo fallen ?” faid Carril with a 
figh. ‘ Mournful are Tura’s walls, and forrow 
-¢¢ dwells at Dunfcaich. Thy fpounfe is left alone 
“in her youth; the fon of thy love is alone. 
66 He fhall come to Bragela, and afk her why fhe 
« weeps. ‘He fhall-lift his eyes to the wall, and 
-¢ fee his father’s fword. Whofe fword is that ? 
-6¢ he will fay; and thefoul of his mother is fad.” 
Soon after Fingal had fhewn all the grief of a 
father’s heart for Ryno, one of his fons, fallen in 
battle, he is calling, after his accuftomed manner, 
his fons to the chafe. « Call,” fays he, ¢¢ Fillan 
«© and Ryno—But he is not here—My fon refts 
“¢ on the bed of death.”——This unexpected ftart 
.of anguifh is worthy of the higheft tragic poet, 
If fhe come in, fhe’ll fure fpeak to my wife — 
My wife !—my. wife—What wife /—I have no wife— 
' OW infupportable ! Oh heavy hour! 
. Othello, A& 5. Scene 7. 

The contrivance of the incident in both poets 
‘is fimilar ; but the circumftances are varied with 
judgment. Othello dwells upon the name of 

wife, when it had fallen from him, with the con- 
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fufion and horror of one. tortured with guilt. 
Fingal, with the dignity of a hero, corrects him- 
felf, and fuppreffes his rifing grief. 

The contraft which Offian frequently makes be: 
tween his prefent and his former ftate, diffufes 
over hiswhole poetry, a folemn pathetic air, which 
cannot fail to make impreflion on every heart. 
The conclufion of the fongs of Selma, is particu- 
larly calculated for this purpofe. Nothing can 
_ be more poetical and tender, or can. leave’ upon 
the mind, a ftronger, and more affecting idea of 
the venerable aged bard. « Such were the words 
«© ofthe bards in the days of the fong ; when the 
«© king heard the mufic of harps, and the tales 
« of other times. ‘The chiefs gathered from all 
“their hills, and heard the lovely found. They 
“¢ praifed the voice of Cona*; the firft among 
“a thoufand bards. But age is now on my 
«¢ tongue, and my foul has failed. I hear, fome- 
“‘ times, the ghofts of bards, and learn their plea- 
« fant fong. But memory fails on my mind ; 
«¢ T hear the call of years. ‘They fay, as they pafs 
« along; Why does Offian fing : ? Soon fhall he 
s¢ lie in the narrow houfe, and no bard {hall raife 
«s his fame. Roll on, ye dark-brown years! for 
« yebring no joy in yourcourfe. Let the tomb 
« open to Offian, for his ftrength has failed. 
-« The fons of the fong are gone to reft. My 
“¢ voice remains, hke a blaft, that roars lonely on 
« a fea-furrounded rock, after the winds are laid. 
«¢ The dark mofs whiftles there, and the diftant 
«: mariner fees the waving trees.” 

Upon the whole; if to feel ftrongly, andsto 
defcribe naturally, be the two chief ingredients in 
poetical genius, Offian muft, after fair examina- 
tion, be held to poflefs that genius in a high de- 
gree. The queftion is not, whether a few impro- 
prieties may be pointed out in his works ; whe- 

ther 

* Offian himfelf is poetically called the veice of Cona. 
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#her this, or that paflage, might not have been 
worked up with more art and fkill, by fome writer 
of happier times? A thoufand fuch cold and fri- 
_volous criticifms, are altogether indecifive as to 
chis genuine merit. But, has he the fpirit, the 
‘Gre, the infpiration of a poet ? Does he utter the 
-voice of nature? Does he elevate by his fenti- 
ments ? Does he intereft by his defcriptions ? 
Does he paint to, the heart as well'as to the fancy ? 
Does he make his readers glow, and tremble, and 
weep ? Thefe are the great characterittics of true 
poetry. Where thefe are found, he muft be a 
“minute critic indeed, who-can dwell upon flight 
defects. A few beauties of this high kind, tranf- 
.cend whole voiumes of faultlefs mediocrity. Un- 
couth and abrupt, Offian may fometimes appear by 
-reafon of his concifenefs. But he is fublime, he 
-is pathetic, in an eminent degree. If he has not 
‘the extenfive knowledge, the regular dignity of 
narration, the fulnefs and accuracy of defcription, 
which we find in Homer and Virgil, yet in 
{trength ef imagination, in grandeur of fentiment, 
in native majefty of paffion, he is fully their equal. 
If he flows not always like a clear ftream, yet he 
“breaks forth often like a torrent-of fire. Of art 
-too, he is far from being deftitute ; and his ima- 
gination is remarkable for delicacy as well as 
firength. Seldom or never is he either trifling 
.or tedious; and if he be thought too melancholy, 
yet he is always moral. ‘Though his merit were 
‘in other refpecéts much lefs than it is, this alone 
ought to entitle him to high regard, that his 
writings are remarkably favourable to virtue. 
They awake the tendereft fympathies, and infpire 
the moft generous emotions. No reader can rife 
from him, without being warmed with the fenti- 
‘ments of humanity, virtue, and honour. 
Though unacquainted with the original Jan- 
guage, there is no one but muft judge the tranfla- 
tion 
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tion to deferve the higheft praife, on account of 
its beauty and elegance. Of its faithfulnefs and 
accuracy, 1 have been affured by perfons fkilled 
in the Galic tongue, who, from their youth, were 
acquainted with many of thefe poems of Offian. 
‘Totranfsufe fuch fpirited and fervid ideas from 
one language into another ; to tranflate literally, 
and yet with fuch a glow of poetry-; to keep alive 
fo much paffion, and fupport fo much dignity 
throughout, i is one of the moft difficult works of 
genius, and proves the tranflator to have been ani- 
mated with no {mall portion of Offian’s fpirit. 
‘The meafured profe which he has employed, 
poffefles confiderable advantages above any fort 
of verfification he could havechofen. Whilft it 
_ pleafes and fills the ear with a variety of harmo- 
nious cadences, being, at the fame time freer 
from conftraint in the choice_and arrangement of 
words, it allows the {pirit of the original to be 
_ exhibited with more juftnefs, force, and fimpli- 
city. Elegant however, and mafterly as Mr. 
‘Macpherfon’s tranflation is, we muft never for- 
get, whilft we read it, that we are putting the 
merit of the original to a fevere teft. For, we 
are examining a poet ftript of his native drefs: 
divefted of the harmony of his own numbers. 
‘We know how much grace and energy the works" 
of the Greek and Latin poets receive from the 
charm of verfification in their original languages. 
if then, deftitute of this advantage, exhibited _ 
in a literal verfion, Offian ftill has power to pleafe 
as 2 poet; and not to pleafe only, but often to 
command, to tranfport, to melt the heart; we 
may very fafely infer, that his productions are 
the offspring of true and uncommon genius ; and 
we may boldly affign him a place among thofe, 
whofe works are to laft for ages. 
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